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CHAPTEK II. 

PAEROT ISLAND — HOW THE PAEBOTS BUILD THEIR NESTS— PABROT 

SOUP. 

HEKE is an Island by the sea, in a far country, 
called Nengiie Ngozo. 

I shall always remember that Island; for 
when I went there I was young and wild — as wild as the 
waves of that sea. I had no mother to care for me; I 
had no sister to love me when I came to this Island. 
The wide world was before me. But I loved to roam in 
wild and distant countries; I loved to look upon and 
study the men, the beasts, the birds, the fishes, the insects, 
and the trees. I had no one with me, but God was kind 
to me, and took care of me, and he has now brought me 
back safely, so that I might tell you all I have seen. 

On Nengue Ngozo there was a little village. That 
village had a King, who instead of a crown wore a woollen 
cap, and for a sceptre he had a cane. 

Indeed, the Island of Nengue Ngozo, which means 
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Parrot Island, is a little kingdom of itself. It is covered 
with forest, and is situated in the estuary called the 
Gaboon, formed in the Bight of Guinea, on the west coast 
of Africa, some fifteen or sixteen miles north of the 
equator, and a few miles from the sea. Not far from it 
there is another Island called Konikey. (Both of these 
islands are marked in the map published in my work 
called " Explorations in Equatorial Africa.") 

One part of Nengue Ngozo is tolerably high, the other 
part is low and swampy. It is covered with a great 
forest ; some of the trees are very large and tall, and the 
foliage of the palm-trees is very beautiful. 

The Island is but a few miles in circumference. 

The people of this Island are safe from wild beasts, as 
there are no leopards to carry them away or kill their 
goats, no elephants to destroy their plantations, and no 
gorillas to roam about and frighten them. The cries of 
the chimpanzee are not heard, the wild bufi&Io is not to 
be seen, the graceful antelopes and gazelles are unknown, 
and the chatter of monkeys does not fiEill upon the ear 
of the people or resound strangely in the woods. But 
all these roam at leisure on the mainland, where the 
villages of the warlike Shekiani and Bakalai people are 
scattered over the great, wild forest. 

As I looked upon the water I could see the majestic 
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pelican chasing the fishes, and the gulls flying in great 
numbers through the air, their shrill cries sounding 
strangely in the midst of the grand solitude by which I 
was surrounded. 

Cranes and other birds were walking to and fro on 
the beach in search of their food. How quiet, silent, and 
sly they were as they stepped from place to place looking 
for their prey ; and, when they saw it, how quickly their 
long beaks dipped into the water to seize it ! 

It was a very warm day when I landed on Nengue 
Ngozo. The rays of the sun were powerful, and there 
was not a ripple on the water. It was so hot that my 
men had not even strength to paddle. Our sail, made of 
natives' mats, flapped against the mast and was not of the 
slightest use except to fan us. Happily the tide carried 
us toward the Island. I had an umbrella over my head, 
and now and then I wetted a handkerchief which was in 
my hat to keep my head cool. I felt that I was as red as 
a boiled lobster, I remember well how much I suffered 
from the heat that day. 

Now and then we could see the fins of sharks as they 
came near our canoe, and a shudder went through us all, 
for we knew well what would become of us if by some 
misfortune we were to upset. 

A few days before a fine boy had been devoured by 
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LANDING ON THE ISLAND. 17 

these monsters. The sight of a shark when I am in a 
canoe always makes me shudder. I fear a shark more 
than I do snakes, which is saying a great deal ! 

How glad I was when I landed and rested myself under 
the shade of the forest which grew to the yery water's 
edge. I quenched my thirst in a little brook which rose 
in the interior of the Island, and oh t how much better I 
felt' afterward. I had to drink out of a large leaf which 
I folded in the form of a cornucopia. 

I saw on the sands what I knew to be the footprints of 
men ; we followed them, and at last came to the very small 
village of which I have spoken to you. The men with 
me were Mpongwes, and belonged to the same tribe as 
the people of the Island. 

The King and his people at first stared at me, but a 
word or two from my men made everything right. 

The luggage was landed from our canoe, the canoe was 
then hauled on to the mainland and put under the shade 
of the trees, and we were ready to rest, for we were all 
very tired, and I felt rather feverish. 

The wives of the King cooked food for us, and in 
the meantime huts had been given to us by his sable 
Majesty. 

I hardly tasted the food - that was presented to me. 
After my sham meal I fell asleep, and when I awoke the 
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STin had set, and all was dark and sileni, I felt better, 
however, and came out of my hut ; the King was quietly 
smoking his pipe, and we had a chat together ; the Queen 
came forth also ; then a few old men of the place, whom 
we may call the greybeards, made their appearance. 

These people of course knew what the sea was, knew 
that the vessels sailed upon it to come to their country ; 
but they asked me. many questions about the white man's 
country. For instance : — 

Had we men with only one eye in the middle of the 
forehead? 

Did our babies feed on milk ? They had heard they 
fed on spirits. 

Of what material were our houses ? Were they built 
with the bark of trees? And many other apparently 
foolish questions. 

. When I told them that we had no people with one eye 
in the middle of their foreheads, they did not believe me. 
They had never seen any white man manufacturing before 
them the goods we brought, therefore they thought another 
species of men must make them, from whom we bought 
them. 

At last, looking at my watch, I saw that it was ten 
o'clock : time to go to bed ; so I bade good-night to the 
King and his people and went back to my hut. I bar- 
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Headed myself; slept with my gun by my side, and for 
my pillow laid my head on my revolvers. 

Toward three or four o'clock in the morning I was 
startled by a tremendous noise. At first, just waking up, 
I could not make out what it was ; when lo ! I discovered 
it was made by parrots, chattering away in a most jolly 
and discordant manner. I had never heard such a noise 
in my life before. The Island must have been full of 
them. I tried in vain to sleep — turned myseK one way, 
then the other, but it was of no avail ; the noise was so 
terrific there was no rest for me. I don't think a hundred 
bells tolling together could have made more noise. At 
any rate, as they went on I wondered if they could under- 
stand each other, and how they could have come to the 
Island. They had probably arrived while I was asleep, 
just before sunset. 

Before the morning twilight came I was out, and as 
soon as the dawn of day made its appearance, fiock after 
fiock fiew from the trees, and went in different directions 
toward the mainland. I followed them as far as my eyes 
could reach, but soon lost sight of them, for they were 
going far away, very far away. They were in flocks, and 
each flock went in search of places where they knew food 
was abundant. They went off by tens, by twenties, and 
by himdrods together. 

2 
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By Bimrise not a parrot was to be seen on the Island^ 
and I oonld only liear the chatter of other birds. How 
silent then eyerything seemed I 

Dnring the day I went to the top of the hill in search 
of land shells, and after five o'clock in the afternoon the 
parrots began to arrive again. From the top of the hill I 
conld see them as fur as my eyes conld reach : they were 
coming from immense distances. They continued pouring 
in and pouring in, and I should not wonder if some had 
come from thirty or forty miles, or perhaps even more. 
They came and they came, and they continued coming, 
even after the sun had set, and two flocks came when it 
was almost dark. These had probably come from far 
away, and had miscalculated the time their flight would 
take ; or perhaps they had been detained by some dainty 
fruit on the road. At any rate they came very late. I 
calculated that at least twenty thousand parrots had 
arrived on the Island, although there may have been one 
hundred thousand, for I do not claim to have counted 
them all. They came to spend the night on the Island of 
Nengue Ngozo, and I now ceased to wonder at the strange 
name the natives had given to the Island. 

These grey parrots are said to live to be a hundred 
years old and even more. Some years ago I myself knew 
a sea-captain in New York by the name of Brown, an old 
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trader on the African coast, who had a parrot which he 
had kept for thirty years. I wish yon conld have heard 
him talk and sing songs. Captain Brown is dead, and I 
know not where his widow has gone, but perhaps the 
parrot is still living. I could not help thinking that 
some of these old parrots had come here every day, 
perhaps, for a hundred years. 

They perched by hundreds and perhaps thousands on 
the same trees, and the trees on which they perched 
showed their heads hx above those of the other trees. 
How beautifully their grey plumage and their red tails 
contrasted with the green leaves from the midst of which 
they appeared. Some of the old ones were almost white. 
When old their feathers seem to be covered with a white 
powder, and if you pass your hand over their plumage 
this powder comes off. I have killed wild ones perfectly 
splendid, much larger and handsomer than any I have 
seem tame. 

I wondered why these parrots had chosen this Island 
as their bedroom. Why did they come from such 
distances every day, when there were so many tall trees 
in the forest on the mainland? I found that it was 
because they were safer than on the mainland; there 
were no genetta (a kind of wild cat) to pounce upon them 
and disturb, or rather devour, them at night. 
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Days passed, and every mormng and everj oveoing the 
parrots went away and the parrots came back, and between 
three and four o'clock in the morning began their charming 
noise ; bat I became qnite accustomed to it, ondj did not 
mind it at all a^r a while. I noticed also that generally 
the same number that started together in the morning 
came back together. 




These parrots mnat certainly be endowed with a very 
great ii:stinct, to know the way to the Ishind, as they 
come from great distances, and from every direction. 
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Not only do they come to the Island of Nengue Ngozo 
to sleep, but in the month of February and the beginning 
of March many remain and have their nests on the Island. 
They all would have had their nests, I am sure, if there 
had been hollows of trees enough for them. 

These grey parrots do not build a regular nest, but 
choose a tree where there is a deep hollow to lay their 
eggs in. The nests are discovered by hearing their young 
calling all day long for their parents to feed them. I 
never saw more than two young ones in one nest, at 
hollow of a tree, and very funny they looked when covered 
with down before their feathers had grown. 

What awful cries they utter as they see the human 
hand coming through the darkness ready to catch hold of 
them. And you had better look out for your fingers, for 
they bite terribly hard, I assure you, as I know by ex- 
perience, and that in despite of their being very young. 
There were days when I hid myseK near a tree close 
by the place where they came to sleep, but the parrots 
seemed to know it, and would fly round and round it, and 
then go away. It is but very seldom that I ever was 
able to approach parrots when they were perched on a 
tree standing by itseK: they would fly away before I 
could come within gunshot distance. They are exceed- 
ingly shy. 
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Wbcn they approacli their nests they always come in 
the most silent manner, not uttering a single cry. 

For a while after they have taken their flight the yonng 
ones will follow their parents ; after a while the birds of 
the same age flock together. A yonng grey parrot has 
entirely black eyes. Before he is a year old a change takes 
place ; a ring shows itself ronnd the black, which gradually 
turns yellow^ then whitish-yellow. In the breeding 
season the natives capture a great many young ones in 
their nests before they can fly away. 

After a few days the fowls of the little kingdom of 
Nengue Ngozo became scarce, and at last the King had 
no more to give me ; so I said to myself, Why should not 
I kill some parrots and cook them ? 

One morning I awoke before daylight. Two evenings 
before I had watched a tree not far away where the 
parrots were roosting in great numbers, and had made a 
path leading to it. When I went by that path it was 
pitch dark. I could not help thinking of snakes, but at 
last I came to the foot of the tree. It was just before 
daybreak ; the birds did not see me, but they seemed to 
mistrust something, for, though I had come very noise- 
lesdy, their chatter was of that kind which showed 
distinctly that they were disturbed. 

At last I raised my gun in the direction of what I 
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thought the midst of the tree; then I touched both 
triggers, and, hang ! hang ! I let go both barrels at the 
same time. The gtm gave an awful recoil which almost 
knocked me down, and I heard a shower of parrots falling 
all around me ; one fell right on the top of my head, and 
nearly frightened the life out of me, for I fancied a snake 
had just tumbled on top of me, or that a bough of the tree 
was coming down. 

What a terrific noise followed my two shots ! I had 
never heard anything like it. They fled in dismay, 
screaming with all their might ; but where were they to 
go? It was dark, and the whole population of parrots 
was in terrible trouble. The next evening not a parrot 
came upon that tree, and they were all very suspicious as 
they came to the Island, flying round and round the trees 
before they roosted. 

When daylight came, I found twenty dead parrots on 
the ground, and had a grand fpast. I had parrot soup, 
which was not at all bad; roasted parrot; and grilled 
parrot. The old parrots were very tough, but the young 
ones were excellent ; their flesh was black, and resembled 
in taste that of the pigeon. 

Now I have told you all I know about Nengue Ngozo. 
Nengue, as I have said before, means an island, and 
Ngozo, parrot. Should any one of you ever go to the 
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Gaboon country he will find the Island, and he will see 
the parrots — unless the natives have cut down all the 
trees. 

In that part of Africa there ore only two kinds of 
parrots : the grey sort — which is very abundant, and much 
handsomer than the grey one found near Sierra Leone, 
the grey being of a lighter colour — and the green one, 
which is very rare. 

But I have one now in my possession, the only one I 
have ever seen which is extraordinary. It is pink and 
grey ; that is, it has pink and grey feathers, and is a very 
beautiful bird, the rarest that was ever brought to America 
or Europe, and probably the only one of its kind that ever 
existed, for it is not a distinct species, but aj_freak of 
Nature. 





CHAPTER in. 

AN AFBICAK CBEEE — ^A LEOPABD AMONG THE CHICK£NS~A KIGHT 

WATCH FOR LEOPARDS. 

OW I had just left the Island of Nengue Ngozo, 
and if jonr eyes could have reached that part 
of the world, you might have seen me stiU in the 
same little canoe, made of the trunk of a single tree, armed 
to the teeth, making for the Ikoi Creek, which was not far dis- 
tant. (This creek is also marked on my large map published 
in my work called " Explorations in Equatorial Africa.") 
The canoe was going swiftly through the water, the 
wind was good, and soon after our departure we entered 
the creek. I felt anxious, for the Bakalai and Shekiani 
villages were at war with each other — a wild and treach- 
erous set they are — and either tribe might have taken my 
canoe for that of their enemy, and so pounced upon us in 
great numbers, and killed us all before we could let them 
know that we were strangers belonging to the Mpongwe 
tribe, their friends. I was watching continually to see 
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if there were not some canoes in ambush. After a while 
the creek became narrower, the breeze ceased, the sail 
had to be furled along the mast, the men took to the 
paddles, and our canoe glided onward [upon the waters 
of the Ikoi. 

The sight was dismal eAOUgh : both banks were flanked 
with swampy forests of mangrove ; the tide was low, and 
a prodigious number of oysters were seen on the roots of 
the mangrove trees. As we came, near them I took an 
axe and cut some of the roots, which were literally 
covered with oysters. We lit a fire at the bottom of the 
canoe and roasted these oysters, and they were excellent. 
I assure you it was quite a treat. 

Feeling better after our meal, we paddled on again. 
The mangrove trees became more scarce, and at last we 
came in sight of a village of Shekianis. 

As soon as they saw us they met in great numbers on 
the top of the hill where the village stood, and I could 
hear their wild shouts of war. As we approached nearer 
their excitement increased; the waivdrums beat, and I 
could see them brandishing their spears. My men sang 
songs in the Mpongwe language, to'show that we were not 
their enemies. 

In the meantime I did not feel comfortable at all, 
and really thought that we might have a fight. I knew 
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these Shekiani people to be funny fellows: if we had 
gone back, a dozen canoes armed with men would have 
been after us, for they would have immediately thought 
we were their enemies. So we pushed on, and at last 
came opposite the village. Here we had to stop to 
speak to them, and finally they entreated us to pass 
the night among them, the chief himself coming to bog 
us to stay. 

As it was nearly night I concluded that it would be 
better to sleep in a viUage than in the woods, for there 
we might have been attacked unawares, the people not 
knowing who we were. 

These Shekianis crowded round to see me, and at every 
move I made they all sent up wild shouts of astonish- 
ment. 

They were all armed to the teeth, and had the air of 
men continually on the look-out for a fight. 

Night soon came, and I went into the hut that had been 
given to me, but could not sleep, for all the villagers were 
awake, and the drums were beating from one end of the 
village to the other. Songs of war were sung by the men, 
women, and children, around their Mbruti (an enormous 
wooden idol, which was in the midst of the village). 
Besides, I thought the village might be surprised during 
the night by the warlike and treacherous Bakalais. So I 
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neod not tell you tliat all my guns were Inided, and all 
the gnns of my men likewise. 

I did not lile this kind of trayelling at all. 
These men were all painted wiili coloured chalk, red 
and yellow being the favourite eolonrs ; they were covered 
with fetiches, which they believed would protect them 
from the deadly weapons of their enemies ; and t)y the 
dim light of their fires and torches tiiey appeared to me 
more like devils than men. The village was also strongly 
fenced with long poles. 

At last the morning twilight made its appearance, and 
afber giving a present to the King, we got ready, and by 
sunrise were on our way. 

We soon came to a Bakalai village, and there I made 
my head-quarters. The country abounded in birds ; wild 
boars were also said to be abundant, and leopards were 
rather common. This was just the country in which I 
expected to discover new species of birds and to enjoy 
some grand hunting. 

The house I lived in was at the extreme end of the 
village, and tiie villagers were very kind to me. 

One night I heard a great cackling of my fowls, who 
perched on a tree near my hut, and soon after I heard 
them flying away in every direction. I jumped from my 
couch and opened my door, thinking some one was trying 
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tD steal some of them. The moon was in its Iwi quarter, 
BO it was not dark as I stepped into the yard, when lo I I 
ms strock with tenor to find mj'self &ce to face with a 
i leopard! How log he looked! I was ea 




astonished, that for the space of thirty seconds — which 
seemed to me to be minutes — or perhaps mote, I did not 
stir a step. I looked at the leopard, which certainly was 
not mote than six yards from me, and the leopard, which 
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probably wag quite as mucli astonished at my sadden 
apparition, looked at me. I most have appeared to him 
like a ghost. I seemed to be spell-bomid. So did the 
leopard. 

Suddenly I came to my senses, and having no weapon 
with me I made a rush for the door, shut myself inside, 
seized my rifle, then opened the door in the quietest pos- 
sible way. Now I felt strong with my gun in hand, and 
BO looked out for Mr. Leopard ; but the great beast had 
gone. I fancy he was as much frightened as I was. 

Such a sudden meeting in the night had never hap- 
pened to me before, and has never happened to me since ; 
and I hope never will happen to me again. In the 
morning, when I awoke, the enormous footprints of the 
beast reminded me that it was not a dream. 

The next day I bought a goat, and tied it by the neck 
to a tree, just on the border of the forest clearing. Not 
far from the tree where the goat was tied there was another 
tree, a huge one, so I concluded to lie in wait there for 
the leopard, and at night, every preparation having been 
made before dark, I brought back the goat to the village. 

About ten o'clock, with a torch in one hand and lead- 
ing the goat with the other, I tied the animal in the most 
secure manner, and so that the leopard would have trouble 
to carry it off at once. I went and seated myself on the 
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^otmd, my back protected by the trunk of the huge tree 
I have just spoken to you of, and faeing the goai I am 
smre I was not more than six yards from it. I extin- 
guished the torch, so that it was pitch dark. At first I 
conM not see a yard off, but at lairt my eyes got accus- 
tomed to the darkness, and I could see the goat plainly. 
The night was dear and the stars shone most beautifully 
above my head. But how strange everything looked 
around me I A chill ran through me as I gazed around : 
everything seemed so mournful ; I alone in such a place ; 
while now and then the cry of the solitary owl broke the 
deadness of the awful silence. 

The goat in the mean time was continually bleating, 
for the little creature had an instinctive dread of being 
alone in such a place. I was glad he cried, for I knew it 
would make the leopard come if the animal could only 
hear him. 

One hour passed away : no leopard I Two hours : no 
leopard 1 Three hours : nothing I I began to feel tired, 
for I was seated on the bare ground. Once or twice I 
thought I heard snakes crawling, but it was no doubt a 
fancy. 

I do not know, but I think I must have fallen asleep, 
for on a sudden, looking for the goat, I saw that it was 
not there. I rubbed my eyes, for I really was not sure of 

D 2 
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them, but I was not mistaken ; no goat was to be seen ! 
I got up, and my wonder was great when at the place 
where the goat had been I found blood. I could not 
believe my senses. I lighted the torch and looked at my 
watch : it was four o'clock in the morning : and then I 
saw distinctly the footprints of the leopard. There was no 
mistake about it ; the leopard had come, killed, and carried 
away the goat, and during that time I was fsust asleep ! 

Just think of it I I must have slept almost two hours, 
and I thawed my stars that the leopard had taken the 
goat instead of myself! It would have been a dreadful 
feeling if I had been awakened as I was carried away in 
the jaws of tiie leopard, his teeth deep into my body, as 
the thing might well have happened. I wondered why it 
had not, and promised myself to be more careful in future. 
Then I remembered how tired I felt before I went to 
sleep. 

If the goat had not been carried away I should cer- 
tainly have thought that I never had fallen asleep. 

As I learned more about leopards, I found they do not 
generally leave th^ir lairs before one o'clock, unless pressed 
by hunger. 

Sorrow soon afterward came in that village — ^a woman 
was killed on the roadside by some unknown enemy : the 
villagers retaliated, and went and lay in ambush and 
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Mlled some one belonging to another village. The whole 
country had been inyolved in war for some time, and as it 
was unsafe to walk anywhere, I concluded to leave the 
poor deluded people who had been very kind to me. So, 
after packing my collections of specimens of Natural 
History, I bade them a friendly farewell. 



>:a&' 



:^^^^ 



3a WILD LIFE UNDER THE EQUATOR. 




CHAPTER !¥• 

HUNTINa ELEPHANTS AND BUFFALOES— A VENOMOUS SERPENT — 
A SNAKE-OHABMER — HE IS BITTEN — ^HE COMMITS SUICIDE. 

T was midniglit ; the moon had risen, and I conld 
look at the expanse of the prairies situated near 
Point Obenda, on the Gaboon estuary. The 
moon threw just light enough to show me the great solitude, 
in the midst of which there was not a living soul with 
me. As my eyes ga^ed upon the broad expanse, I tried: 
to see if I could perceive any wild beast. At last I spied 
far off what I thought to be a huge elephant : it stood 
still : the great beast neither walked nor fed. 

I immediately put my old Panama hat flat on my head^ 
and walked in a stooping, posture towards the huge mon- 
ster, who was far offl I approached nearer and nearer, 
when lo I the big beast began to move towards me. A 
feeling of awe crept over me ; there was not a hill near 
to hide myself; there was not a tree for me to climb 
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apon ; I thought haw small I looked b; the side of this, 
the laigOBt of the ammals of the forest I 

Did the elephant see me ? 

Did he come to meet me and attack me ? 




Snch weie the qvestionB that came at once to my 
mind. My courage began to qnaiL I was, as I said, 
quite alone ; I had left all my men in the camp : these 
men were the skvea of some of my Mpongwes' Mends, 
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and they were, I knew, fast asleep. In case of accident 
I had no one to come to the rescue. At that time I was 
a young lad, and had no confidence in myself, and to 
fight an elephant which looked so big, seemed to me per- 
fectly impossible. But very soon I got accustomed to 
face danger, and loved to hunt elephants. I was no more 
afraid of them. Well, the elephant kept still coming 
toward me as I lay fiat on the ground. At last he stopped, 
and then I saw him raise his trunk; my heart began 
to beat terribly, for I thought he was coming down to 
charge upon me. Then he sniffed two or three times 
and suddenly ran away. I had shouldered my gun, re- 
solved at any rate to try to kill him instead of being 
trampled down by his huge feet. 

The sound of every one of his steps could be heard 
distinctly, as he ran away from me, and he was soon out 
of sight. He had gone into the forest, and nature fell 
back into its accustomed stillness. Now and then the 
voice of a frog resounded strangely from the prairie. 

Suddenly a cloud came over the moon, and it grew 
almost dark ; the wind blew strongly, for it was in the 
dry season and was quite chilly. After wandering a 
while I came at last to a large ant-hill, and sheltered 
myself there, thinking at the same time that it would be 
a splendid place to hide and look for game. 
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How strange my shadow appeared by the side of that 
«nt-hill, when the moon shone again ! 

I iiid not wait long for game. I had not lain long by 
the ant-hill before I saw coming out of the forest not &r 
off a herd of Boa hrachicheros, the wild bull of this part 
of Africa. How fantastic their bodies appeared, as one 
by one they came out of the forest : they were coming 
toward where I stood, and the wind blew toward me. 
I coimted, I think, twenty of these wild buffaloes. They 
stopped for a while, as if to determine what direction to 
take, and perhaps also to see if they might discover or 
smell the leopard, which is their most dangerous enemy, 
and then continued their march towards the ant-hill where 
I was. I became very excited, cocked my gun, and aimed 
at the bull which was leading the herd, then pulled the 
trigger ; bang I and down he came. A general stampede 
followed, but just in the direction of the ant-hill. What 
did these fellows mean ? Did they all want to charge 
me ? No, they passed to the right and left of the ant-hill. 
After they had passed I turned round and ffred another 
«hot into the midst of them, but this time with less effect, 
for none fell, and this second shot made them run away 
with greater speed than before. At any rate I was 
glad, for I had knocked down the bull, the head of the 
herd. 



43 WILD LIFE UNDER TEE EQUATOR. 

I wished I had a horse and a lasso ; how quickly I 
should have come to them, and killed enough of them ta 
give meat to all my men for several days to come. 

I went back and saw the bull lying on the ground, not 
dead, but moaning terribly from pain. As I approached 
he tried to get up, but in vain ; so another bullet in the 
head finished him. 

My men, who had been awakened by the shot, looked 
round for me, and finding that I had gone, made for the 
direction of the firing ; and there was great rejoicing as 
they approached and saw the huge bull lying on the 
ground, for plenty was to enter the camp with his carcase. 

The beast was at once cut to pieces ; each man took & 
load, and we made for the camp, for it was too cold to 
linger. Besides, I was getting tired. We were afraid 
to leave the animal alone during the night, for fear of 
leopards. 

It was four o'clock in the morning when I reached the 
camp. • 

Our camp was protected by the forest, and was situated 
on the edge of it. I immediately started a tremendous 
fire, and felt so tired that I fell asleep directly on the bare 
ground, telling my men to keep watch. The good fellows 
were in capital spirits, and already began to roast pieces of 
meat on the bright charcoal fire, and were eating in such 
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big montlifuls tLat it would Lave made yon laugh to see 
them. 

As for me, as I said, I went to sleep, and my men the 
next morning said that I made a terrible noise snoring. 
I denied it, and said I never snored, but they said I did. 
But after all, you know, I had no pillow, and I should 
not wonder if I did snore a little. 

Next morning the sun rose brightly, the air was some* 
what chilly, the breeze was fresh. I was happy, I re- 
member. These were bright days for me : I was without 
care, and for some time the fever had left me. I was in 
good health and spirits. 

After an early breakfast I started for the hunt. I 
had with me my best gun; the slave that followed me 
had another gun; this one was loaded with bullets; I 
had my dinner with me, and that dinner was a piece of 
tha bull I had killed the day before, which had been 
roasted on charcoal. I intended to dine on the banks 
of some little rivulet, so that I might have water to drink 
during my meal. I would have no plate except a leaf; 
the trunk of afallen tree was to be my seat, and my knee& 
were to be my table. 

With a light step I left; our camp. My spirits were 
buoyant ; discoveries of new animals, of new birds, of 
new countries, loomed up in the distance. How much 
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I would have to tell my friends on my return from that 
strange and wild land I had come to see, if God granted 
me life and health I 

We went through prairies, swamps, and forest. At 
last we came to a spot where once a plantation stood ; it 
was intersected by several little brooks of clear water. 
My man shouted, " Omemba omjpolor (a large snake), and 
I saw at the same moment an enormous black shining 
snake (a species of naja), one of the most dangerous 
species. I knew he was coming in our direction, and be- 
longed to that species which when bullied raises itself 
erect and wants to fight. He was a terribly big fellow, 
one of the largest I had ever seen; he looked loathsome 
and horrid ; I could see distinctly his triangular head. 
I fired in haste, hoping to break his spine, but missed 
the reptile, and immediately he erected himself to a- few 
feet in height and whistled in the most horrid manner, 
his tongue coming out sharp and pointed like an arrow. 
I fired again right into his head, and I do not know why, 
but I missed him again. Then the fellow gave a spring. 
I really do not know if he came toward me, for I fled 
panic-stricken, and when at a safe distance reloaded my 
gun with small shot, and returned to the spot where I 
had shot at him. I spied something just getting out of a 
little rivulet. It was the very snake itseli^ which had 
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crossed the water, and before he was entirely out I fired 
and killed him, or rather I succeeded in breaking his- 
spine and making him helpless for attack or for mnning 
away. But he was not dead, and when I approached, 
him he again gave a sharp whistle. I cut a branch of 
a tree for a stick to kill him with, and then examined his 
£Euigs : they were of enormous size, and almost an inch 
in length. 

This snake was about ten feet long. We left it on 
the spot, taking its head and tail with us, which we 
carefully packed in leaves, for we wanted to show to our 
fellows of the camp what a big snake we had killed. 

This species of naja is the only one I have ever seen 
which could erect itself. 

One day I witnessed a fearfal scene. A man, a native 
of Goree, an island on the coast of Senegambia, who had 
the reputation of being a snake-charmer, and was then 
at the Gtkbo'on, had succeeded in capturing one of these 
large naja. He was a bold man, and prided himself on 
never being a&aid of any snake, however venomous the 
reptile might be ; nay, not only was he not lAraid of any 
of them, but he would fight with any of them and get 
hold of them. 

I had often seen him with snakes in his hands. He 
was careful, of course, to hold them just by ihe neck 
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below the head, in such a maimer that the head conld not 
turn on itself and bite him. 

That day he brought into a large open place, perfectly 
bare of grass, one of these wild naja that he had just 
captured, and was amusing himself by teasing the horrid 
and loathsome creature when I arrived. It was a huge 
one! 

Most of the people of the village had fled, and those 
natives who like myself were looking on, kept a long way 
off. Not a Mpongwe man, not a single inhabitant of the 
whole region I have explored, would have ever dared to 
do what the Goree man did. 

Two or three times, as the snake crawled on the 
ground, we made off in the opposite direction with the 
utmost speed, myseli^ I am a&aid, leading off in the 
general stampede ; though I had provided myself with a 
gun. 

It was perfectly fearful, perfectly horrid and appalling 
to see that man making a plaything of this monster; 
laughing, as we may say, at death, for it could be nothing 
else, I thought. 

At first when I saw him he had the snake around his 
body, but he held it firmly just below the neck, and I 
could see by the muscles of his arm that he had to use 
great strength. As long as this part of the body is held 



SNAKE-CHAEMING. 



frmlf the enake loses mocli of its great porer of crnsh- 
ing <me to death, as the boo-oonsbictor or python does 
with larger animal B, and as small snakes do with' smaller 
game; hat with this s^ the danger would hare been the 




Then with his other hand he took the tail of the snake, 
KnA gave it a swing, and gradnally nnfolded the reptile 
from his block bod;, which weis warm and ehining with 
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oioltmnant, but ftlwajs holding the head. On a sadden 
iii) ilirow tho Rnako on the ground. Then the creature 
btttf an to orawl away, when aoddenly the Goree man came 
III front of it with a light atick, and instantly the monster 
araotoil Ititulf almost to half its fall length, gave a tre- 
moudouH whistle, which wo all heard, looked glaringly 
and flarotily lu tho man's idA% with its sharp, pointed 
ttmguQ out, and then stood still as if it could not move. 
Tho (loreo man, with his little stick in his left hand, 
louid^od it lightly as though to tease ii It was a fearful 
aighl-Haid if ho had boon near enough the snake would 
no dimbi ba^o sprung upon its antagonist. The man, as 
bo Waaod aud iuAuialed the snake with tbo rod he bidd in 
bia loft ba]id» drow the attention of the xqptile toward the 
«lii>ks tbon «iiddoidy,and in the wink of an eye, afanost as 
^uk^ as li^tuiii^ wifli bis ri^t band be gol bold ol tbe 
OJWiUur^ jiwl uikdi^' bis bead. 

IV sioao tbiftg Ibal I bare josl deficribed af^ took 
|i)m^ Tbii^ SMJk» fi>ldidd itsidlf loimd 
^MKfelM Oio saiflJt»v wbkli wasonee mofd k4 looeo^aoki 
^M'w tbi» bMtid 8«i|i»l ^ so xafiBnaled,. Aal a» som as- 
b^ w%» Atxowu «ML tiW gT^HUfel b« ene^iid bnwlC ao»i ^b» 
^^Inn' vI' bi» <QnwL va» s«wwtikuig taxxtfe. II was nuieiid 
ant aif^nJOtot^ sm^hm;: di^ atr aMoni sQOTieil l» te WiA 
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Alas! a more terrible scene soon took place! The 
man became bolder and bolder, more and more careless, 
and the snake probably more and more accnstomed to the 
mode of warfare of his antagonist ; and just as the monster 
stood erect, the man attempted to seize its neck, as he had 
done many and many a time before^ but grasped the body 
too low, and before he had time to let it go, the head 
turned on itseK and the man wad bitten ! I was perfectly 
speechless, the scene had frozen my blood, and the wild 
shrieks of all those round rent the air. The serpent was 
loose and crawling on the ground, but before it had time 
to go far a long pole came down upon its back and broke 
its spine, and in less time than I take to write it down the 
monster was killed. 

To the French doctor who had charge of the little 
colony the man went (happily he was just at hand) ; all 
the remedies were prompt and powerful ; the man suflfered 
intensely, his body became swollen, his mind wandered, 
and his life was despaired of; but at last he got better, 
and though complaining of great pain near the heart, he 
was soon able to go out again. A short time after this 
accident, haying an axe in his hand, going as he said to 
cut wood, he suddenly split his own head in two. He 
had become insane 1 
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CHAPTEE V. 

AT OOUBT IN AFRICA— COSTUMES OP THE COUBT — ^AN AFBICAIT 

HOUSEHOLD — ^A FALSE ALABM. 

|N the midst of the great forest, far from the seai 
stands the Tillage of Mbondemo. 
Before I entered it the gate had to be opened 
in order to let me in. The village was composed only 
of a single street, each end was barricaded with stout 
sticks or palisades, and, as there was war, the doors or 
gates of the village were finally closed, and persons- 
approaching, if they could not explain their intentions,, 
were remorselessly speared and killed. 

On the ends of the sticks making the psdisades wera 
skulls of wild boars, of gorillas, and of chimpanzees. At 
the gate I entered there was a large wooden idol, and 
close by the idol was a very large elephant's skull. 

If I had come alone I should probably never have 
entered the village, but I had with me one of the King's 
numerous sons-in-law belonging to a far town, and he had 
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sent word that I was coming with him and some of his 
people. 

I had hardly entered when all sorts of wild shouts 
were heard from one end of the village to the other ; the 
women ran away ; the children hid in their huts ; and the 
men kept at a distance, so the way to the palaver-house 
was free. 

These men were all armed to the teeth and were ready 

for fight. They were continually in hot water with their 

> 

n^ghbours, and never knew when they were to be attacked. 
They are a quarrelsome people. 

The palaver-house was a large shed built in the middle 
of the street, and there we seated ourselves. A few men 
braver than the rest came to look at what they thought 
the strange being, "the Spirit," that had come among 
them. 

His Majesty headed the party, followed by his head- 
man. He wore an old red English coat and no other 
garments. He was a short, thick-built negro, and wore an 
immense pair of iron earrings. He was followed by what 
I supposed to be the second headman, or prime minister. 
This one had for his costume an old shirt which had only 
one sleeve, and no sign of a button to be seen anywhere 
a shirt that formerly must have been white, but had never 
been washed since he got it, which was several years 

E 2 
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before. This inme nrininfaiT bad nodiiiiR "l— i»i . The 
tbitd mwD, who of oomae Canned put fA his Hjjeefy's 
■dile, bad cm ao old bemTCr bat sod nothipg ebe. Anothex' 
that CtdlQwed ^T" had one dt those nld fan b""*''^ M»j»if 
iKchties (m tight m the neck itself, and attadied with ■ 




bnckle) which were worn some thirty years l^, and 
nothii^ else. How the deuce did that fellow get that 
cta^? I asked myself. I learned afterwards that he 
had inherited it. Then come a fellow who by hook or by 
crook had possesBion of an old pair of sboee ; how he had 
got them I was nnable to find ont. Hie fnlher had 
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perhaps left them to him. How steady, how grave they 
looked, as they passed one after another before me. 
These were the leading men of this Mbisho village. They 
thought themselves splendid, and their people thought 
the same. They came out in state. 

I had seen before so much of the same kind of African 
court costumes, that I tried to look sober, as they made 
their appearance in the midst of the shouts of their people, 
who praised their good looks. 

They looked at me and I looked at them, and at last 
with one voice they asked me to notice how handsome they 
were, each at the same time in one way or another making 
the most of what he wore. I said they were very fine. 

The houses of that village had no windows or doors, 
except on the side toward the street ; and when the gates 
of the streets at each end were locked, the village was 
indeed a fortress. As an additional protection, trees had 
been cut down, and all the surrounding approaches had 
been thus blocked up. This village was situated on the 
top of a high hill. 

Interiorly the houses were divided by a bark partition 
into two rooms ; one the kitchen, where everybody sits or 
lies down on the ground about the fire, smokes his pipe, 
and goes to sleep, while listening to the others. There 
also in the evening the harp is played. 
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The other is the sleeping apartment. This one is per- 
fectly dark, and here are stored all their provisions, all 
their riches. To ascertain how large a family any house- 
holder has, yon have only to count the little doors which 
open into the various sleeping apartments. ''So many 
doors, so many wives." These houses, like all the houses 
I had seen in the interior, were made of the bark of trees. 

There is nothing more disgusting than the toilet of one 
of these Mbondemo fellows, except it be the toilet of his 
wife. The women seem to lay on the oil and red earth 
thicker than their husbands. 

The third night after I arrived in that strange village 
there was a new moon. As soon as the shades of evening 
came, no one talked except in an undertone. The people 
hardly came out of their huts ; all was silent. In the 
evening the King came out of his house and danced along 
the street ; his face and body were painted white, black, 
£gid red, and spotted all over with spots the size of a 
peach. In the dim moonlight he had a frightful appear- 
ance, which made me shudder at first, for I could not 
help thinking of the devil. I asked him why he painted 
thus, but he only answered by pointing to the moon, 
without speaking a word. 

The day of the new moon when the evening comes a 
strange kind of dread seems to seize these people. In 
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^ the ixibes that day they mark their bodies with ochre, 
but I have never been able to find out the reason. To 
them the moon is the emblem of time. Hence, as the 
moon appears, many think that before it has disappeared 
again it will eat people ; that is to say, that some one 
may die. 

The fifth day I had been in that village, in the middle 
of the night I was awakened by the war-dmm beating, 
shonts of war, and a terrific uproar. Men and women 
were running to and &o, and all said the enemy was 
near. Ope man had been seen outside the palisade, and 
when challenged had run away. "Let them comeT' 
they shouted. "Let them come! We have the Spirit 
among us " (meaning me). " Dare to come, and we will 
MU you all 1" 

It was not a very pleasant situation to be in. I did 
not come to make war with one party or the other. The 
large Mbuiti was instantly brought out, and the people 
danced round it in the most strange and fantastic way ; 
one by one the great Mbisho warriors came by her, 
and sung songs to her — ^the idol was a woman. One 
warrior danced tremendously before her; he kicked his 
legs up and down one after the other, then put himself 
in the most supplicating posture, his two hands forward, 
.and simply asked that he might kill every man that 
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camo to attack him. At last he got so excited that I 
thought he would go mad. His eyes became wild, the 
foam came out of his mouth, the muscles on his fiEuse 
worked convulsiyelj, he seized his spear with tremendous 
force, and his face looked like that of a demon. While 
he was in that state the other people caught the excite* 
ment, the drum beat more loudly, they sung more 
ferociously than before, the whole town became warHke 
in' the extreme. Of course there was no more sleep 
for me. 

The morning at last came, but no warriora had ap- 
peared to attack the village. I am sure a panic had 
seized my friends, and that which they took for a man 
was nothing but some wild animal passing by the village 
walls. 

The rainy season had fairly set in in these regions at 

the time of my arrival, and thunder, lightning, and heavy 
showers were common both day and night. 





CHAPTEE VI. 

HUNT rOR GORILLAS — A LARGE ONE SHOT — THE NEGROES MAKE 
CHARMS OP HIS BRAIN — MOURNING IN A BAKALAI TOWN. 

AM in the densest part of the jungle ! 

What am I doing in that jungle, armed tc 
"* the teeth, and loaded with provisions ? 

If you could have looked closely you would have 
seen three black men with me. They also were armed 
to the teeth and were loaded with provisions. Their 
bodies were painted and they were covered with war 
fetiches ; and if they thought their fetiches had any power 
it was time to wear them, for if we were not going to 
make war with man, we were to hunt and try to meet 
the terrible and ferocious gorilla. 

Tes, we were in fighting trim, and we intended to re- 
main in the forest as long as our provisions would hold out. 

I had my best gun with me, which had been loaded in 
the most careful manner that very morning. My three 
men, Miengai, Makinda, and Yeava, had also loaded their 
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guns, -which were flmt-locks. They had loaded them 
tremendotusly, and instead of lead bullets had rammed 
down four or five pieces of iron bar or rough broken cast- 
iron pieces, making the whole charge eight or ten fingers 
•deep. 

The country was very rough, hilly, and densely crowded 
with trees, and under the trees the jungle was almost 
impassable, consequently our hunting could hardly be 
counted sport, for we had to work fearfully hard and with 
the greatest care ; but I felt strong, for I had rested for 
two or three days, and the fever had let me alone. 

We saw several gorilla tracks, and about noon divided 
our party, in the hope of surrounding the resting-place of 
one whose tracks were very plain. I had scarcely got 
away from my party when I heard a report of a gun, then 
of three more going off one after the other. Of course I 
ran back as fast as I could, hoping to see a dead animal 
before me, but was disappointed : my Mbondemo fellows 
had fired at a female, and had wounded her, as I saw by 
the clots of blood which marked her trabks, but she had 
made good her escape. We set out in pursuit, but these 
woods were too thick : she knew their depths better than 
we did, and could go through them much faster. 

I was greatly disappointed. This was the second time 
I had seen gorillas, and they had run away. 
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I had heard of the fierce conrage of the gorilla^ and his 
attackiug man. I began to believe that all that had been 
told me was imtme ; and said so to Miengai, who for sole 
Answer said — '' We have not yet seen a man gorilla. The 
mother gorilla does not fight." 

Night came upon us as we were still beating the bush, 
and it was determined a little before sunset to camp by 
the side of a beautiful stream of clear water, and to try 
our luck the next day. We had shot some monkeys and 
two beautiful guinearfowls. After our fire had been lit 
the men roasted^ their monkey meat over the coals; I 
roasted my birds before the blaze on a stick. I was very 
hungry, and enjoyed them. 

Then I fixed my two fires in such a way that they 
would last for a long time. I lay between them, and 
instead of a roof of leaves I made one with the bark of 
trees, and soon fell asleep ; but the roars of the leopards 
and the dismal cries of the owls awoke me several times. 
' We started early the next day, not discouraged, and 
pushed for the most dense and impenetrable part of the 
forest, for there, in those deep recesses, we hoped we might 
find a gorilla. Hour after hour we travelled, and yet no 
signs of gorillas — we had hardly met a track. We could 
only hear at long intervals the little chattering of 
monkeys, and occasionally of birds. The solitude was 
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grand, the silence profound, so much so that we could 
hear our panting breath as we ascended hill after hill. I 
was beginning to despair. 

Suddenly Miengai uttered a little cluck with his tongue, 
which is the native's way of showing that something is 
stirring, and that a sharp look-out is necessary ; in a 
word, to keep ourselves on our guard, or that danger was 
surrounding us. Presently I noticed, ahead of us seem- 
ingly, a noise as of some one breaking down branches or 
twigs of trees. 

We stopped and came close together. I knew at once, 
by the eager and excited looks of the men, that it was a 
gorilla. They looked once more carefully at their guns, 
to see if by any chance the powder had fallen out of the 
pans ; I also examined mine, to make sure that all was 
right, and then we marched on cautiously. 

The singular noise of the breaking of the branches 
continued. We walked with the greatest care, making 
no noise at all. The countenances of the men showed* 
that they thought themselves engaged in a very serious 
imdertaking ; but we pushed on, until I thought I could 
see through the woods the moving of the branches and 
small trees which the great beast was tearing down, 
probably to get from them the berries and fruits he lives 
on. 
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I remember how close we were to each other. 

Suddenly, as we were still creeping along, in a silence 
which made a heavy breath seem loud and distinct, the 
woods were at once filled with the tremendous barking 
roar of the gorilla. 

Then the imderbrush swayed rapidly ahead, and pre- 
sently there stood before us an immense male gorilla. He 
had come through the jungle on all-fours, to see who 
dared to disturb him; but when he saw our party he 
stood up and looked us boldly in the face. He stood 
about a dozen yards from us, and it was a sight I shall 
never forget. He looked so big ! Nearly six feet high, 
with immense body, huge chest, and great muscular arms, 
with fiercely-glaring, large, deep, grey eyes, and a hellish 
expression of face, which seemed to me like some night- 
marot vision. Thus stood before me the king of the 
Aflsbaaft forest. .-* 

How black his face was ! 

He was not afraid of us. He stood there, and beat his 
breast with his huge fists till it resounded like an immense 
bass* drum, which is their mode of offering defiance; 
meantime giving vent to roar after roar. 

This roar was the most singular and awful noise I had 
ever heard in these African forests. It began with a 
sharp hark^ like that of an angry dog ; then glided into a 
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deep baas toll^ which liter&Uy and closely resembled the 
roll of distant thunder along the sky. I have heard the 
lion roar, but gieater, deeper, and more fearful is the 
roar of the gorilla. Sa deep is it, that it seems to proceed 
less from the mouth and throat than &om the de^p chest 
aixd vast paunch of the beast. 

The earth was literally shaking under my feet as he 
roared, and for a while I knew not where I was. Was it 
an apparition from the infernal regions ? Was I asleep 
or not ? I was soon reminded that it was not a dream. 

I said quietly to myself—'* Du Chaillu, if you do not 
kill this gorilla, as sure as you are bom he will kill you." 

His eyes began to flash fierce fire as we stood motionless 
on the defensive, and the crest of short hair which stands 
on his forehead began to twitch rapidly up and down, and 
was perfectly frightful to look at. His powerful &ng8, or 
enormous canines, were shown as he again sent fbrtih a 
thunderous roar : the red inside of his mouth contEasted 
singularly with his intensely black face. 

And now truly he reminded me of nothing but some 
hellish dream-creature — a being of that hideous order, 
hsdf man, half beast, which we find pictured by old artists 
in some representations of the infernal regions; but 
nothing they ever painted could approach this horrid 
monster in ugliness. 
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He adTanced a few steps iii a Middling way^.for Ms 
short legs seemed incapable of mpportiog liis huge body ; 
then stopped to utter that hideous |oar |igain — advanced 
again, and finally stopped when ai^ s .llistatice of five or 
six yards from us. And then — as he extended his arms 
as though ready to clutch us, and JHSt as he began another 
of his frightfal roars, beating his breast with rage — what 
a huge hand he had ! — I fired, and killed him. 

With a groan that had s6meihing terribly human in it, 
and yet was fall of brutishness, he fell forward on his fiEkce, 
like a man when he is struck by a bullet in the chest. 
He shook conyulsiyely for a few minutes, his limbs 
moved about in a struggling way, the tremor of the 
musdes ceased, and then all was quiet — death had done 
its work. 

The monster was hardly dead when I suddenly began 
to tremble all over ; my lower jaw met my upper one in a 
way t did not like at all, and my men looked at mo witl^ 
their mouths wide open in perfect amazement. They 
could hardly believe their eyes, but having recovered 
themselves, they asked me what was the matter. I 
answered that I did not know, and that I had asked 
myself the same question. 

For fifteen minutes my jaws went on cracking against 
each other, and the more I tried to stop them the more 
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they cbatterecL I felt awfdlly mortified ; bat there was 
no help for it. 

I said — ''Next time yon will see; I shall not do it 
again." I kept my word, but I never met a large male 
gorilla without thinking that it might be the last of 
me. 

There was great rejoicing, but it did not last long, for 
they soon began to quarrel about the apportionment of the 
meat. They really eat thQ creature, and the Fans told me 
that next to the flesh of man the gorilla meat was the 
best. It looked wonderfally like beef^ only it seemed to 
be almost wholly composed of muscle. 

I saw that they would come to blows presently if I did 
not interfere ; hence I said that if they were going to 
fight I would join in ; and taking the butt-end of my gun, 
I said I would smash the heads of the three while they 
were fighting with each other. 

• This saying of mine at once made them laugh, and they 
became quiet. They knew that I meant what I said, and 
they did not fimcy getting a thrashing. 

The subject of the quarrel was about the brain of the 
gorilla. Miengai said he would have the whole of it, for 
he was the oldest. What would they have known about 
the spirit pointing out to me if it had not been for him ? 
He said this with such complacency and self-satisfstction, 
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that I could hot help smiling; but this argument of 
Miengai did not seem to satisfy Makinda and Yeaya. 

So I said I would give part of the brain to each of 
them, and when they had it they wrapped it most care- 
fully in leaves, and I was told that monda (charms) were 
to be made of this — charms of two kinds. Prepared in 
one way, and mixed with bone, claws, feathers, ashes of 
certain beasts, birds, and trees, the charm would give the 
wearer a strong hand for the himt, after he had rubbed 
his hands and arms with the mixture. Prepared another 
way it gave the wearer success with women ; he became 
irresistible, and all the pretty girls were willing to become 
his wives. I could not help thinking that if that latter 
charm was real, how much bachelors and widowers would 
like to possess it at home where pretty girls are so di£&cult 
to please. 

My men in the evening fed on the gorilla meat, and I 
fed on the meat of a small and beautiful little gazelle which 
Makinda had killed. 

The blazing fires shed their light through the beautiful 
forest, and I went to sleep happy ; but during the night I 
awoke, uttering a tremendous shout, which made my men 
laugh, for they had been up for some time in order to eat 
a little more of the gorilla meat. I had the nightmare, 
and had dreamed that I was pursued by half a dozen 
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gorillas ; and wlien I gave that awful sliriek I had jnst 
fancied that one of these monsters was clutching me and 
was going to carry me away to the forest. 

We were tired and worn out, but at last we reached a 
deserted village which we had found before our hunting, 
and where we had our camp. Judge of our astonishment 
when I found the place in possession of a division of 
travelling Bakalais! The village was full of them ; men, 
women, children, and babies were there; they had quanti- 
ties of food ; all their baggage, composed of old baskets, 
cooking-pots, calabashes, mats; and all their farming 
implements. The men were all armed. 

My apparition among them threw them into the utmost 
confusion, and if I had not been followed by Miengai, who 
shouted to them to keep still, they would have fled ; but 
after a while we were great friends, especially after I had 
•distributed a few beads among the women. 

They had been living on the banks of a river called 
Noya, and were moving far from that place toward another 
village where the old chief had two or three sons-in-law 
and the same number of fathers-in-law. 

These people appeared to be in dread of something. 
They seemed to be in retreat, as though they had fled firom 
iheir former place of abode. 

I learned that, a few days before^ one of their men 
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'while bathing in the river had been killed by some un- 
known enemy. Hereupon they were seized with a panic, 
believed their village attacked by witches, that the An- 
iemba witchcraft was among them, and they must abandon 
it and settle elsewhere, or they would all die one after the 
other. 

Just a little before sunset I saw every one of them ror 
tire within doors ; the children ceased to play, and all 
became very quiet in the camp, where just before there 
was so much noise and bustle. Then suddenly arose on 
the air one of those mournful, heartpiercing chants which 
you hear among all the tribes of this land. It was a 
chant for one of their departed friends. As they sang, 
tears rolled down the cheeks of the women, fright dis- 
.torted their faces and cowed their spirits. 

I listened and tried to gather the words of their chants. 
There was a very'monotonous repetition of one idea — ^that 
of sorrow at the departure from among them of one of 
their friends and fellow-villagers. 

Thus they sang : — 

'* We cM noli IvbeUa pe na heshe ^ 

" Oh, you will never speak to us any more, 
We cannot see your face any more ; 
You will never walk with us again ; 
You will never settle our palavers for us," 

And so on. 

V 2 
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They sang until the sun had disappeared below the* 
horizon, till the orb that gives gladness to the heart and 
life to the world had gone from sight, and they chose the- 
time of its disappearance to pour out their mourning 
songs. I thought there was something very poetical in 
the relationship of the time to the subject. For what 
should we do without the sun ? It is the very heart of 
life! 





CHAPTEK Vn. 

AN AFRICAN FIRESTDE — A CAIIP BY THE SEA-BHOBE — THE FIBST 
GOBILLA HUNTEB — ^NEGBO BLABNET. 

S I and my men lay by the fire, I said to them — 
" Now to-night I am going to tell you a story ; 
an old story from the white man's country con- 
iceming yours." There was a very great silence at once, 
for they kuew it was not often I came out with a story, 
and they all shouted with one accord — " Tell us a story I" 
at the same time forming a circle round me. 

So I began : ** Ever so long ago, and a long way off from 
here, but still in your own land, there was a powerful 
country called Carthage. The people of that country were 
brave, and not afraid of war. They had many ships, and 
their ships went into different countries. At that time 
the Commi nation must have been a long way in the in- 
ferior, and your people had never seen the sea. 

" Would you believe," said I, " that these Carthaginians 
•came with their ships round here ? And I really think 
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they saw the very country in which we now are ! They 
not only saw this country, but saw the gorilla ; yes, saw the- 
gorilla I If you were in the white man's country I would 
show you the old manuscript (the book), where we have 
an account of what I am going to say. Tou know," said 
I, " that words coining ixom the mouth are soon forgotten, 
but these words that are written are not" Then taking^ 
from my chest my journal, I read it to them, and then 
said — *' When I am dead, and you and your children are 
dead, and for ever so long afterward, that journal, if it is 
not lost, will be read in the same manner as I read it to 
you to-day, and the people will understand the meaning 
of it then as you do to-day, and will know what I did, 
though thousands of rainy and dry seasons may pass away. 

" So Hanno the Carthaginian," I continued, " was the 
headman of all these ships, and left Carthage with sixty 
vessels. In that time the ships were unlike those you 
see now, and thirty thousand men and women are said to 
have sailed with him. Each ship was rowed by fifty oars-^ 
men. When we read that book called the * Periplus ; or, 
The Voyage of Haono,' we find the following words, in 
which we now suppose he alludes to the gorilla : — 

" * On the third day, having sailed from thence, passing 
the streams of fire, we came to a bay called the Horn of* 
the South." 
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[" That ' Horn of the South,' " I added, « might be Cape 
Lopez."] 

" ^ In the recess was an island like the first, having a 
lake, and in this there was another island full of wild 
men. 

[At this point of my story they looked in each other's 
faces with amazement.] 

" * But the greater part of them were women with hairy 
bodies, whom the interpreters called gorillas.' " 

[Here there rose a wild shout of astonishment.] 

"*But pursuing them, we were not able to take the 
men, who all escaped from us by their great agility, being . 
cremendbaies (that is to say, climbing precipitous rocks 
and trees, and defending themselves by throwing stones 
at us). We took three women, who bit and tore those 
who caught them, and were unwilling to follow them. 
We were obliged to kill them, and took their skins o^ 
which skins were brought to Carthage, for we did not 
navigate further, provisions becoming scarce.' " 

During this iJEitter part of my story there was a dead 
silence, and as soon as I had finished they said — *^ Chaillu, 
is this a real story or not ?" And when I assured them it 
was, they said — " Tes, it must be the gorilla that that man 
called Hanno saw." 

I was quite astonished at their remembering the name 
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of the BdmiFol ; it showed me what an impression my etory 
had created oa their minds. 

Then said I : " Boys, there are two or three points in 
tho story I hare told yon which inclines me to believe 
that the coontry Hanno epeaks of is not ttiis one, and still 
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there are several fitcts which make me think that the 
country where we are now is the same. 

" The very land on which we stand is sandy ; not far 
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off is the Eiver Femand Yaz, and on one side another 
river, the Commi River, is found. It may be that the 
land on which we stand was then an island, and that Cape 
Lopez is the Horn of the South of which that great man 
Hanno speaks. Time changes countries ; in one part the 
sea will take away, in another part the sea will give. Such 
is the country in which we are." 

They shouted with one accord that it could not be. 
How could land rise ? how could the land go down ? As 
to the sea eating away the land, they believed it, for they 
had seen it ; and as to the land gaining in some places, 
they believed that also, for they had seen it. 
• They all wondered how near the word Gorilla was to 
that of Ngina and Nguyla, the latter name being given by 
ihe Bakalai to the beast. 

After my story, we all went to bed. I wrapped myself 
carefully in my blanket and soon fell asleep, thinking un- 
consciously of the gorillas, and hoping soon to meet some. 

It was the dry season; we were in the month of 
August, and I was near Cape St. Catherine. The wind 
was blowing hard, the atmosphere was chilly, the sky was 
clouded as though it was going to rain, but no rain was 
coming, for no rain falls at this time of the year. The 
thermometer stood at 70°, but I felt quite cold, and I wore 
« sailor's woollen shirt* 
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The sea was rolling up the shore in heavy rollers which 
would upset a canoe in the twinkling of an eye ; we had 
just arrived, and had come to htinty fish, and be merry. 

My Commi men had all gone to the woods to cut 
branches of palm-trees, and collect poles to bnild shelters. 

I wish you could have seen the place where I had 

my encampment. On that part of the coast &om Cape 

» 
Lopez, and further south than Cape St. Catherine, the 

whole coast is low and covered with prairies, which lift 

but a few feet above the sea level. They are wooded 

here and there, and shrubs are often mixed with the 

grass growing on the sandy soil ; the grass is good, not 

growing to a great height, but at this time of the year 

it has. been burned down. The landscape has a great 

sameness, and from the sea' it is most difficult to know 

any special spot of the land. , Altogether it is a dreary 

country, a very dreary country to look at, but after all 

I was thankful not to be shut up in the forest; for to 

see nothing but trees and trees is very tiresome ; besides,. 

the Atlantic was before me, and as I gazed upon its broad 

waters I wished I could see the shores of America. 

The spot where I stood was about two degrees south of 
the equator. 

Our camp was to be built near one of those numerous 
islands of trees which dot the prairie, and we were to 
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liave it built in sucli a manner as to protect ns &om the 
high -winds which blew almost directly from the south 
that time of the year. 

One by one the men came back ; some with a load of 
long stem-branches of the palm ; others with the leaves ; 
others with fire-wood, and others with sticks to make our 
beds with. 

Then we went to work in earnest, and as they worked 
the men sang songs. These men, my own people, had 
always been with me wherever I went, except when 
I went too fer into the interior. They were all splendid 
canoe-men. 

There was Komb^, whom we had called the quarreller; 
Batenou his brother, who was a splendid fellow to ga 
with his canoe through the breakers ; Oshimbo, who 
could paddle better than any man I ever knew ; Bitimbo,. 
a jolly good fellow, always ready to beat the tam-tam 
when asked for; Makombe, a splendid one to tell us 
marvellous stories in the evening ; Eakeuga, a great 
fisherman; Bandja, a man who knew how to climb the 
palm-trees and get palm wine ; Adouma, who could trap 
game, and was said to possess a wonderful fetich to make 
the game come to him; Bisani, a good carpenter, wha 
said he was willing to work, but who was continually 
talking of the amount of food he could eat ; then came 
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Tombi, who constantly bragged of bow much pahn wine 
he could swallow, but was always promising never to get 
tipsy— for I had promised him as good a drubbing as ever 
he would wish to get if I caught him in a state of intoxi- 
cation. The last man of the party was a slave, a harp 
player. 

There was no hunter but myself. 

So you see we were a nice set altogether, and all were 
devoted to me and obeyed me cheerfully. They all 
loved me dearly. Indeed, all the people of that country 
loved me. 

We had also quite an outfit of things with us. The 
cooking utensils were numerous : we had three brass 
kettles, three iron pots, one frying-pan, and three water- 
jars. We had also three axes, half a dozen machetes, and 
several fishing-nets, and I had three of my guns, fifty 
pounds of shot, a couple of hundred bullets, and there 
were flint-lock guns for the men. We did not care to 
be armed ; we were in our own country — ^in the Commi 
Country, where my settlement of Washington is situated. 

I had three chests, one containing my clothes, and one 
filled with splendid heads of Kentucky tobacco for my 
men, for they were all inveterate smokers, myself being 
the only one that did not smoke. I had also several 
dozens of pipes. 
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All rejoiced at the unboTinded supply of tobacco and 
pipes: they were to have such a glorious time; they 
were to take such great care of their friend Chaillee, their 
king ; there was no other Ntangani (white man) like him ; 
he was their good Mbuiti (spirit). All this talk was to 
soften my heart about the tobacco. 

At last the camp was done, and we were not sorry, 
for we had worked hard the whole day. We had a hugo 
pile of plantains with us, which the wives and slaves of 
King Olenga Yombi had brought to us ; we had a large 
quantity of sugar-cane and some baskets of ground-nuts ; 
the river and the sea were not far off, and having our 
nets with us, there was a prospect of getting plenty of 
fish. 

In the evening, when my men were smoking their 
pipes, we quietly talked about our hunting and fishing 
prospects. 

I had discovered that this Cape St. Catherine was a 
very great gorilla country. These huge beasts roam in 
the forests which grow down to the very edge of the sea, 
and now and then get a peep at the ocean. I wonder 
what they think of it. I would have given the world to 
see them looking at it ; to see their deep grey eyes gazing 
on the broad expanse of the waters. I have seen their 
very footsteps within a few yards of the beach. 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

HIPPOPOTAMUS HUNTING — ^WB KILL ONE — THE MEN EAT IT — ^POOB 
BEEF — ^WHAT THE TUSKS ABB FOR. 

T was night ; the moon had just risen, and threw 
a strange glare on everything round. I was 
in the prairie, and had been there since teif 
o'clock in the morning, looking for wild beasts. 

At last I saw five hippopotami grazing. I iapproached 
with cautious steps, or rather I crawled on the ground 
toward the huge beasts, till I came near enough to see the 
shadows their immense bodies threw around them. 

The question was how to get within gunshot without 
being seen. There was nothing to protect me from their 
view, for the grass had been burned ; there was nothing 
either to protect me against their assault. Supposing that 
I killed the one I should shoot at, the others might take 
it into their heads to charge upon me. Not a tree was 
within reach. Now I had been so accustomed to hunt 
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wild beasts that I was not afraid of any of them, but I 
knew that I conld not kill five hippopotami at once. 

Suddenly the animals turned round and gradually 
approached a grove of trees ; but what was to be done ? 
The wind almost blew from that grove toward them. 
" At any rate I will try," said I i6 myself, " to go there, 
but I must take a roundabout way." How careful I had 
to be in order not to be seen. 

I felt very much excited, and when I reached the 
little island, or grove of trees, without being discovered, I 
was mightily pleased with myself. It was, I thought, a 
splendid piece of woodcraft on my part. I fancied I was 
iilmost the equal of Aboko, who had killed the rogue 
elephant at Cape Lopez. I had reached the grove from 
the opposite side to that where I supposed the hippo- 
potami to be. The only sure way for me to come close to 
them was to go through the grove, and wait until they 
should come within gunshot from the other side. 

The trees were not very thick, and I could pass 
through the tmderbrush without making much noise. I 
thought that perhaps there was a leopard there, and if so 
he would leap upon me before I was aware. It was just 
the time of the night when they were out, and they 
abounded in that region. I therefore entered the woods, 
looking to the left and to the right and ahead of me, in 
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onlc'i* not to bo surprised, iiiid met several hippopotami 
tr; ' ««•. 

T was in tlic midst of the groTO I Boddenlj 

^'asli in the direction I was going. Tlifin 

" crash cK coming from other parts. 

' iT>po2)otami : they had entered 

'L'in$; toward me. 

'Mist hayo stood up 
■ hippopotami 
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in his fright came down in my direction. I thought he 
-was charging me, so I fired, and I heard the bullet strike 
some part of his body, probably one of his tusks, for it 
made a great noise ; but that was all ; he passed on with 
» rapidity of which I thought these beasts perfectly in- 
capable. I was glad when they were all out of the way. 

It had been an exciting hunt, and I was satisfied. So I 
returned to the camp, and the next day we all went to cut 
up the beast. Some of the married men cut long strips of 
the hide to make whips, which they use pretty freely on 
the backs of their wives ; but I made them promise not to 
use these whips except in self-defence. 

There was joy in the camp in the evening. We had 
music, and I enjoyed the broth amazingly ; it was really 
good, and I wish I could say the same of the flesh ; but 
he was an old fellow, and the meat was exceedingly tough. 
J soon gave up the job of trying to eat it. 

It did me good to see how my men enjoyed it. They 
had a dance in the evening. 

In the book called " Stories of the Gorilla Country " I 
have not told how curious is the head of this great, im- 
wieldy creature. 

Look at the huge, crooked tusks ! What are they for ? 
. After watching a great many times the movements of 
the hippopotamus, I became assured that these huge 

o 



8i VflLD LIFE UNDEB THE EQUATOR. 

crooked tasks, which give its month such a savage appear- 
ance, are designed chiefly to book up the long liver-grasees 
on which these apimala feed in great pari I have often 
seen one descend to the bottom, remain a few minntcs, 
and reappear with its tasks stnmg with grass, which wok 
then leisnrelj chewed up. 




There are no hu^ herds of hippopotami in the parts of 
Africa Iliave explored, like those found in South Africa, 
thirty being about the greatest nombei I have ever seen 

leather. 




CHAPTER IX. 

A GREAT GOBILLA. 

FEW days after killing the hippopotamus I took 
a solitary path in the woods, loading to one of 
the lagoons or creeks so common along this 
coast. Many of the trees growing in the woods belonged 
to a species of African teak. The soil being sandy, 
the forest was not dense. Here and there a cluster of 
palms, bearing the nut that furnishes the palm-oil, was 
seen. Liannes and creepers twined round some of the 
trees, and hung gracefully down. The limbs and trunks 
of many trees were literally covered with orchidsB, 
commonly called air plant. These when in bloom bear 
yery beautiful flowers which shed a delicious fragrance. 

In many places the pine-apple plants were yery abun- 
dant, and grew by thousands close together. 

Now and then a little stream, meandering through the 
woods, found its way to the creek or to the sea. 
Birds were scarce, yery scarce, and the silence of tho 

a 2 
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woods was only broken by the booming sound of the 
heavy surf, as each wave broke in foaming white bil- 
lows before it reached the shore. The wind blow hard, 
as usual at that time of the year, and whispered strangely 
as it passed through the trees to the country behind. 

Now and then I could see the foot-prints of gorillas 
that had wandered like myself through the woods, but 
these foot-prints were several days old. I came .to a 
place where the pine-apple plants were abundant, and 
where the gorillas had evidently feasted on the leaves, 
for thousands of them had been plucked out and only 
the white part eaten. Here and there a young pine-apple 
had been partly eaten away by these hairy men of Hanno, 
one or two bites taken and the fruit then thrown aside. 

I had to be very careful in walking for fear of making 
a noise, for the forest not being dense, gorillas could have 
seen me at a long distance. The tondo fruit was also 
abundant throughout the wood. 

After I had followed the woods along the sea-shore for 
a while, I suddenly came to a place where a large male 
gorilla had been : the foot-prints were of enormous size, 
and he must have been a monstrous fellow. 

This place was not further than three feet from the 
beach, and T could distinctly see, by the foot-prints of the 
monster, that it had been on all-fours, and suddenly had 
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laised itself to on erect poature ; while the bending of a 
branch aboot eight or nine feet high, just above the marks, 
sbowed tbat the Etnimal haA supported himself by it- By 
the position of the heels I knew that the monster bad been 
lookii^ at tbe sea. 




Tes, ho bad been, looking, probably in great wonder, at 
the brood expanse of water before him : be bad seen the 
waves as tbej came in white billows breaking themselves 
on the beach ; as far as his deep ^onkea grey eyes could 
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reach they had seen nothing but the ocean : perhaps he 
had also been looking at the snn as it disappeared below 
the horizon. 

I could but wonder what the thoughts of that great ape 
might have been ! 

" Yes," said I to myself, " this must be the country 
where Hanno the Carthaginian came." And for a while I 
thought of those men of old, whose history we learn at 
school or college. 

They haye gone, but they have left their mark behind 
them, and will continue to be remembered for a long 
time. Then I put my feet inside of the foot-prints of the 
gorilla — how small they did look when compared with 
those of the huge creature ! — ^and for a while I stood exactly 
on the same spot where he had stood. I do not know 
why, but I felt a kind of satisfaction in doing so ; and 
like him I gazed at the sea, but, unlike him, I thought of 
the dear friends who lived on the other side, and I blessed 
them! 

Then, looking carefully at my gun, I left the place and 
continued my ramble, when lo ! in the far distance I spied 
a gorilla ! The beast did not see me : it was a female, 
and must have been half a mile from the sea. I hid 
myself behind a tree, in order to watch all her movements 
unseen. She was seated on the ground before a cluster 
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«f pinfr-aj^Ies, quietlf eating one : she soon threw it wnvf 
and plncked some of the leaves. How black the &ce 
was I She grinned now and then, pTobabl^ from the joy 
the food gave her, when snddenly, to my ntter astonish- 




ment, a little gorilla, abont two feet and a half in height, 
came mnning to its mother, who gave a kind of chuckle, 
that resembled very mnch the click of the Bnahmen of 
Sonthem A&ica. 
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I began to be terribly excited. I must kill the mother, 
and try to capture the young one. How sorry I was to bo 
alone. I wished my men had been with me. 

Unfortunately there were many intervening trees, and 
she was about three hundred yards off. How could the 
bullet fix)m my rifle reach her? I had just left my 
place of concealment when she perceived me. She uttered 
a piercing cry and disappeared, with her young one fol- 
lowing her. 

When I returned to the camp, everybody had gone 
except Komb^ who had been left in charge. On my way 
back I took the sea-shore,. and saw on the beach for th& 
first time the foot-prints made by the hippopotami, and 
I wondered what they came to do so near the sea. So I 
followed one, and was surprised to see their heavy foot- 
steps along the beach : they must certainly have come 
there to bathe, and this I had never seen before. 

One fine morning, just at sunrise, I spied a sail coming 
from the south. How glad I was as I saw that sail 
coming nearer and nearer ! 

I knew that white men were on board ! 

The canoe which my men had fetched from Amimbri 
lay on the beach ready to be launched : the men were 
there with their paddles ready. Eatenou was in command^ 
and waiting for my orders. 
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What was to be done ? I had left the flag at Wash- 
ington I How sorry I felt ! 

A long pole which Kombe had cut was brought, and 
instead of the flag, one of mj white shirts was tied to its 
top by the sleeves, and then the pole was elevated, and 
soon the shirt floated in the shape of a flag. 

The vessel came nearer and nearer the shore, and I 
could soon make out that it was a whaler : there was no 
mistake about it, for I could see the whale-boats. 

With my spy-glass I looked and saw the white faces of 
the men. 

The ship hoisted its flag, and the stars and stripes of 
the great Eepublic displayed themselves. A wild hurrah^ 
from me greeted their appearance, and my men gave three 
cheers. 

The breakers were heavy, very heavy, but we must go 
on board ; I must hear the news ; I must see the face of 
a white man — I who had been so long away from civili- 
zation, from my kindred, and from the world. 

" Boys, let us try 1" I shouted with excitement. " Let 
us go on board !" 

All the voices of my men shouted, '* Let us try!" and 
immediately the canoe came down the beach, Ave men 
on each side paddle in hand, Eatenou and I standing by 
the stern. 
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We were watching an opportunity when the angry- 
billows should calm down and there should be a lulL 
The lull came, and almost as quick as lightning the canoe 
was in the sea and we were off. My men paddled as hard 
as they could in order to pass the surf before the heavy 
rollers should break again. 

But lol when we were about midway, the face of 
Batenou changed colour, for from far away came one of 
those heavy swells that, as he knew, would gradually 
change itself into a heavy roller as it neared the shore, 
and, in breaking, dash to pieces all that came in contact 
with it. If that roller broke before it reached us, how- 
ever, all would be right. 

It came on, rising and rising, when suddenly Eatenou 
said — " Commi, you are men I Let us take care of our 
white man!" 

Then the paddles stood still; the roller crested and 
broke right upon our canoe, upsetting it with fearful 
force, and whirling us round and round. I was stunned 
by the force of the waves ; breaker after breaker came 
^Uishing upon us, one after the other, but the Mthful 
Commi men were there, shouting one to another — " Let 
us take care of our white man !" Eatenou, Kombe, and 
Oshimbo were swimming imder me ; I was surrounded 
by them all ; good, noble fellows they were. At last we 
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reached the shore. I looked round. Every man was 
there; no one had been drowned; no one had had his 
head smashed by the upsetting of the canoe. With a 
grateful heart I thanked God for his goodness to us alL 
The tide was coming up, and our canoe and paddles were 
soon thrown on the beach by the force of the waves and 
the current. 

I looked at that vessel, and how sorry was I when 
gradually its white sails became dimmer and dimmer in 
the distance. At last it disappeared, and with a heavy 
sigh I made for the camp. 

If you had been in a strange land, amid savages, I am 
sure you would have felt as I did then. 
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CHAPTEE X. 

DEATH IN AN AFRICAN TILLAGE — LAMENTATIONS—THE FUNEBAL 
CEREMONIES — ^AN AFRICAN CEMETERY. 

HAT a strange thing is an African funeral ! In 
a town on the banks of the Eembo, called 
3 Conaco, where I had just arrived in my canoe, 
a man was very ill. These poor savages seemed to be 
very sorry for him, but did not know what to do. If 
I remember aright, the name of that man was Irende. 
He had been a great warrior and a great hunter, but 
disease had laid him prostrate, though he was still a 
young man. 

The next day a great many people came into the village 
with their tam-tams, or drums, and difiEerent sorts of 
musical instruments. They were to try if they could 
not drive the devil away. With a great deal of trouble 
a few guns had been obtained, and also some powder, in 
order to make more noise. ^ 

In the evening the people entered the hut of Irende 
and began to sing. The drummers had already gone 
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inside, and were beating their drnms most forionsly; a 
few broken brass kettles added their noise to that of the 
.drums; some beat sticks on pieces of wood. In fact, 
everybody tried to make all the noise he could. At last 
those who had the guns came and fired them close to the 
ears of the poor fellow, and also near his stomach, where 
the aharnbo (the devil) was supposed to be. I could not 
stay more than ^ve minutes in the hut, for the din was 
too great for me. They wanted to drive the ahamho out 
of the poor sick man, so that he might get well. But all 
the drumming they did, all the mhruti (idol) had said 
concerning his recovery, all the care his wives, sisters, 
and his mother bestowed upon him, were of no avail. 

The poor fellow died the second day after my arrival, 
right in the midst of the drumming, just a few minutes 
after the guns had been fired near his ears and stomach. 
It was midnight when he died. I was in my hut, which 
was not far off, when suddenly there burst from one end 
of the village to the other a wail that told me the sad 
story. Irende was dead I 

What a wail it was I It went right to my heart, it was 
so piercing, so heartrending. I could not help but feel 
sorry for these poor people. The wailing and the mourn- 
ing-songs lasted all night ; there was no sleep for me. 

In the morning I was led once more to the house 
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where the body was laid. The room was crowded : 
women from all the villages roimd had come, and they 
were all seated on the floor. There must have been abbni 
three hmidred of them, and they were singing mournful 
songs to doleful and monotonous airs. The tears were 
running down their cheeks. The wives of the poor 
fellow, ten in number, had shaven their hair, had taken 
off their garments and were almost naked, and they had 
rubbed their bodies with ashes. Their anklets and 
bracelets had been removed, and round their necks they 
wore a piece of native cord, indicating that they were 
widows and in mourning. 

At length through the thick crowd I discovered the 
body of Irende. It was seated on a stool, the back lean- 
ing against the waU. It was dressed in an old coat, and 
by its side was a harp — for Irende had the reputation of 
being a great musician ; there also lay his spear and his 
gun, which were to be buried with him. 

His wives were round him, talking, begging him to 
speak to them, and then silence followed. No answer 
came. Then there burst forth a heartpiercing waiL 
**H6 is dead! he is deadT they shouted. ''His lips 
will speak to us no more ; he will not hunt for us any 
more ; he will play no more on the wowibi for us !" Then, 
all ended in a long plaintive song. 
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The mother came^ and kneeling before him took hold 
of his feet, which is the most supplicating manner of 
address in Africa. She looked in his face, and said in a 
very plaintive voice — " My son, you have not spoken to 
your wives, but I know you will speak to your mother. 
You will say to her that you are not dead." 

The same silence ensued. 

They all waited in vain for an answer for a few minutes ; 
then the poor mother rolled herself on the ground at her 
son's feet, shrieked and cried, and said — " Irendo, why do 
you not speak to your mother ?" The poor mother's 
shrieks were so long, so piercing, and she uttered such a 
wail of grief, that the tears came into my oy^s. The poor 
African mother had a heart I 

As I left the hut, thinking how strangely the mind of 
man is constituted, the wailing continued, and was to be 
kept up until the burial of the corpse. 

The day of the funeral came, and we went to the burial- 
ground. As the body left the village, and was put into a 
canoe, the wailing was tremendous. The men that were 
to paddle were all painted, almost naked, and covered 
with fetiches. The drum beat as we descended the 
stream. 

As we approached the burial-ground (for these Oommi 
have a sort of cemetery) all became silent. Not a word 
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was said ; thejr prayed (hengva not to get hold of them, 
and the corpse woe left oa the sand, a certain amoimt of 
vhieb waa thrown over it. Hia loomti was laid by his 
side, hia gnn and hia spear were placed in hie hand, and 

■neckhtces and ornaments were left with him. A cooked 



diah of plantain and a jar of water were placed beside him, 
so that he might drink and eat if he chose ; then all was 
over, and we came away. 

"What a strange bnrial-groimd it was ! It was dtnated 
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on a prttirie, with no trees in the neighboorhood, and 
poles were the onl; signs that conld show it to be u 
cemetery. Here and there a grim skeleton could be seen, 
and the remains of things that Lad accompanied thb 
deceased men and women to the grave. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

A TOBNADO—BEFOBE THE STOBM — THX7NDEB AND LIOHTNING — AFTEB 

THE STOBM* 

E had just returned to our camp in the forest. 
The day was intensely warm ; the rays of the 
sun poured down upon mother earth with fearful 
force ; in the forest all was silent as death, for Nature 
herself seemed prostrated. 

We were in the season of the tornadoes — the latter part 
of the month of March. 

The light air that we had, had ceased. The horizon 
toward the north-east grew black ; at first a black spot 
had appeared only a little above the horizon, then gra- 
dually rose higher and higher. The sight of this token 
inspired awe. The wind was blowing from the opposite 
direction. The white and fleecy clouds that were hanging 
in the atmosphere as they came near the black spot 
gradually stopped, and were slowly absorbed into black 
cloud. 
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I looked anxiously on. To a stranger the appearance 
of the sky showed that a fearful storm was coming. 

The birds began to fly in the air in a frightened 
manner ; my goats began to seek for shelter ; the hens 
hid in the huts; the dogs also sought shelter; and the 
people were returning in hot haste from the plantations. 

Every living thing seemed to know what was coming : 
•even in the far distance I could hear the roar of the 
gorilla. 

The black spot gradually rose and formed a semi- 
-circle, while now and then the distant sound of thunder 
<»me upon our ears, warning us of the approaching 
.storm. 

At last not a breath of air could be detected, and in an 
instant a white spot rose under the black horizon, and 
instantaneously scattered it into a thousand clouds. How 
wild and lurid the sky suddenly appeared I In less than 
two minutes it was one mass of blackness, the clouds 
£eeing with terrible velocity, driven away by the white 
•spot, which now increased to huge dimensions. The tops 
of the trees began to sway rapidly, and before we knew it 
ihe fearful wind was upon us. Our little houses were 
unroofed, and the wind came with a violence that was 
quite appalling. The limbs of the trees broke down first, 
then the trees themselves, and as they fell each brought 

H 2 
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ifjwn balf • dozen rAhers with it, which in filling 
nUmfA • booming sound that resounded from hill to faHL 
Tho monkejB became frightened, and their wild ch&ttering 
inflicated that they we're filled with terror. It was indeed 
a wild and terrible spectacle. 

Flashes of lightning were followed by terrific daps of 
thunder. The first clap brought me npon my feet, fixr I 
thought the lightning must haTe struck some of us. I 
was almost blinded by the flash. What a terrific report 
followed ! It came on sudden and sharp like the firing of 
a cannon, and made my ears ring and ring till I thought I 
should bo deafened. 

This was followed by other terrific claps of thunder and 
flashes of lightning which seemed to illuminate the whole 
sky, accompanied by a pouring rain, a rain so dense that 
one might have fancied the skies to have been rent in two. 
Finally the wind ceased, and, thank God ! had only lasted 
about ten minutes, though turning all round the compass; 
The rain, thunder, and lightning still continued. Such a 
storm I had seldom witnessed even in this region of 
thunder and tornado. Wherever I turned, the bright 
light in the skies met my eyes : from the West to the 
North, from the North to the East, and from the East to 
the South. 

The flashes of lightning were horizontal, of tremendous 
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^lare and length, and zigzag ; sometimes they were per- 
pendicnlieur. For hours and hours the boom of thunder 
went on, fearful claps bursting from every comer of the 
sky without intermission. There was scarcely a moment's 
interval between the reports. I took special pains to 
notice thia fact. 

The sound of the thunder appeared to come from all 
xound the sky ; the whole of the heavens seemed to be a 
«ea of fire. What could be more sublime, in the whole 
domain of Nature, than this grand storm in these equa- 
^rial regions of Africa ? It was worth coming from our 
milder climate to see it, to behold this war of the elements, 
■to hear such daps of thunder, to see such torrents of rain 
pouring down. 

Though filled with awe and a dread of I did not know 
what, I looked on till my eyes were almost blinded ; I 
listened and listened until my ears were deafened by the 
appalling noise of the thunder. I am certain that no 
country can boast of more fearful thunder than these 
equatorial and mountainous regions of Western Africa. 

At last, after a few hours, the claps of thunder became 
less terrible, and there were greater intervals between the 
flashes of lightning, which b^an to diminish in bright- 
ness. Gradually the storm ceased, the clouds disappeared, 
4md the bluest of skies was disclosed overhead. What a 
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deep blue it was ; how beautiful, how lovely, how pure, 
and how serene I 

God, how great thou art ! I said to myself. What is 
man, that thou lodkest ddflm upon him ? He is a creature 
of thy hands. 

The ^feftars shone with 411 their tightness. At that 
time of the year the southern heaven was in its full beauty. 
All the constellatioDB of the Southern Hemisphere were 
. in view, . and the whole sky seemed to be in a perfect 
blaze of light. How beautiful and resplendent the Milky 
Way looked ! Being not far from the equator, I could see 
also many of the northern constellations. 

The constellation of the Great Bear was in full sight, 
and reminded me of my northern home, of dear friends, 
of joys that have gone, of friendships which distance 
could not kill, of boys and girls I knew, and I wondered 
if sometimes they thought of me as I thought of them. 

1 was wet through, for our fires had been extinguished, 
and we had the greatest trouble to light them again ; and 
during the night nothing was heard but the mournful 
cries of the owl, and now and then the disagreeable howl 
of the hyena. 





CHAPTEE XII. 

A OBEEK INFESTED BY SNAEBB — SNAKE IN THE BOAT — AS UGLY 

VISITOR. 

T is intensely hot. We are at the end of the 
month of March, and the rays of the sun aro 
pouring upon us with a power which is terrific. 
Every two or three minutes I dip my umbrella into the 
water, for after this lapse of time it is perfectly dry; 
green leaves and a wet handkerchief are in my Panama 
hat, which now and then I also dip into the water of the 
stream. 

You will ask me in what kind of country I find myself 
in such a plight. I am in a very complicated network of 
creeks, swamps, dense forest, and overflowed lands, forming 
a delta, which in the work I published in 1861 1 named 
the Delta of the Ogobai. For several days I have been 
here in a canoe exploring the country by water. What 
a lonely place I We have not seen a single village, we 
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lave met not a single human being; it is a complete 
desolation^ and on the day in question it seemed more 
desolate than usual. The creek we had got into was 
narrow, and on both sides there was an interminable forest 
of palms, that kind which yields bitter nuts to eat ; these 
grow to the water's edge, and many of their graceful 
branches are bathed in the stream. 

The current was strong, and evidently a tremendous 
quantity of fresh water coming from the interior was 
carried by it into the seal 

The atmosphere was hazy, and, as is generally the case 
in those equatorial regions, I could see the vapour arising 
and quivering as it ascended. 

At last we entered a narrow creek, where the current 
was not so strong. We had hardly proceeded two or 
three miles when snakes became quite abundant in the 
water. We were in the Creek of Snakes. I do not know 
what else to call it. 

What a horrid sight I They were of all colours and 
sizes : some were small and slender, others short and 
thick. One peculiar kind struck me at once as one that I 
had never seen before. It « swam not far from our canoe, 
and appeared to be of a bright orange-yellow colour. I am 
sure it was a very venomous one, one whose bite would 
kiU a man in less than five minutes, for tho head was very 
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triangular. Then came a large black one with a yellow 
stripe on the belly ; it appeared to me to be ten feet long ; 
the black shone as if it had been oiled. This fellow I 
Also knew to be very poisonous ; so when he raised his 
Lead above the water I sent a load of smsll shot into it, 
literally crushing it to pieces. Then we went imme- 
diately at him, and with a few strokes of the paddles we 
finished him up. I was going to make off, when two of 
the slaves who were of our party said we must put it in 
our canoe, and that they should eat the fellow in the 
evening. This created a great laugh from my Commi 
boys, and after making sure that the loathsome creature 
was dead, we fished him out of the water. There was at 
first a jumping about of the men, which I was afraid would 
upset the canoe, in which case we would have been in 
a pretty fix, swinmiing about in a stream filled with 
snakes. At last order was restored ; the snake was cut 
into several pieces, which continued to move, and almost 
appeared like several separate snakes. The pieces were 
put in a basket, and the eyes of my Apingis began to 
shine with delight, and it made their mouths water, they 
said, to think of the nice meal they were going to have in 
the evening. 

Just at this moment I spied one of these black snakes 
trying to get into our canoe by the bow. I made a 
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tremeudons leap, aa if I bad been bitten by a Ecorpion, 
the sight waa so eudden. I took my gon, loaded with 
small shot — the best load to Trill serpeats with — aud fired, 
cutting the souoy fellow in two; then we paddled on, 
leaving master gnako to take care of himself, knowing thafey 
his case had been settled. 




T really believe all the snakes of the country had come 
to bathe in this creek on that day, and I did not wonder 
at it, it was so hot and siiltry. I had often met with 
snakes in tie river before, but never in such great numbers 
and of so many difibient species. In little more than one 
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hour and a half I must have seen two hundred of them. 
I had never seen such a sight before and never have 
since. 

Snakes are nasty things! I do not like them at all. 
They will never be my pets. But there is a country in 
the Bight of Benin where snakes can not be killed, under 
penalty of death. 

The sun began to go down, and as we paddled along we 
looked for a dry place on the shore where we might spend 
the night. The snakes had disappeared, and none were 
to be seen in the water. Of that circumstance I was 
very glad. 

To find a dry place was not an easy mattor, for the 
land was low, swampy, and overflowed. The prospect of 
sleeping in the canoe, and of being eaten up by mosquitoes, 
was not very cheering to my spirits. But the men knew 
a place where all the year round there was a dry spot, 
and where they often stopped when Ashing ; but we must 
pull very hard in order to reach there before dark. As 
none of us wished to sleep in the canoe, the fellows 
paddled as hard as they could, and by half-past five 
o'clock we reached the place. 

It was sunset at six o'clock, so that we had plenty of 
time to fix our camp. 

The place was dreary enough and not very safe, to 
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judge from the foot-priuts of wild beasts that had come 
.prowling about there, among which I could see distinctly 
the tracks of what must have been an enormous leopard. 
Happily we had plenty of fire-wood in our canoe. 

The spot where we were to spend the night was 
miserable : the ground was damp, and it was also dirty, 
for there were bones of fishes and wild animals, the skins 
of plantains scattered all over, and the remains of extin- 
guished fires. The whole country seemed to be nothing 
but bog land. 

The first thing we did was to attend to our mosquito- 
nets. We cut the large branches of the palm, and stuck 
four of them into the ground, to hang our nets upon. 
How to sleep ? this was the next great question. I did 
not like the idea of sleeping on the bare ground in a 
country where snakes were abundant. But what was to 
be done ? It was getting late, so reluctantly I cut the 
leaves of the palm, put them thick one upon the other, 
and then laid my mat over the whole ; my men did the 
same ; the fires were lighted — about which we had some 
trouble, for my matches were wet. During the day, it 
being so warm, I had been afraid to carry them in my 
pocket, or put them in a place where the sun shone, for 
fear that they would light of themselves. I had therefore 
placed them under the seat, and they had dropped down 
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to the bottom of the canoe. So wo hod to use' our flints 
and tinder. 

When night came our fires were blazing, and the sight 
of our camp was curious in the extreme. I was quietly 
lying between two immense fires, which almost surrouuded 
me, for I had a lively fear of the snakes, and I did not 
like the idea of one coming round mo at night. It is 
strange how it is possible to enjoy a fire in the woods in 
this damp and warm climate. 

My men killed one of the throe fowls I had with me ; 
others took off the skins from the plantains, while tho 
rest were preparing to boil tho dry fish which we had in 
great abundance, for before entering the Delta of the 
Ogobai we had gone on a fishing excursion. 

Our cooking implements consisted of a kettle for boil- 
ing the plantains, which, by the way, was getting to bo 
much worn out, and my men were beginning to look 
forward to the time when it should be broken, so that I 
would give it to them to make bracelets of; and two 
cooking-pots, one especially for my use and the other for 
the use of the men. I also had a frying-pan, but nothing 
had been fried in it since I had it, for want of lard or oil. 
Our entire cooking operations consisted of boiling or 
roasting over a charcoal fire. 

The two poor fellows with the snake had no pot to 
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isook it in, my Commi men objecting strongly to have 
anything of the kind cooked in such a vessel. The 
Apingis wore much downhearted, for they had anticipated 
much pleasure from their snake-broth, the snake being, 
they said, very fat. They had on hand a little salt and a 
little cayenne pepper. It would have tasted so good! 
So they had to be satisfied with roasting the snake over 
the fire. 

After our meal I opened my chest to get some tobacco. 
This of course "brought down the house," and they 
seemed perfectly happy after their hard day's work, for 
the poor fellows had worked very hard. 

They seated themselves round the fires, smoked their 
pipes, and gradually one by one fell asleep. It was a 
fortunate thing we had mosquito-nets, for I could hear 
these insects buzzing about in such a manner that one 
might have almost thought a band of music was playing 
in the neighbourhood. 

At length I wrapped myself well in my blanket and 
went to sleep. But lo ! in the middle of the night I was 
awakened by the cackling of one of the fowls, which was 
tied by the leg to a stick we had put on the ground. I 
popped my head out of my mosquito-net, when I beheld 
by the glow of the fire an enormous python (or snake), a 
tremendously big fellow, who had just come out of the 
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water, and was about to gobble up one of the two fowls, 
and would have swallowed both of them if it had had time 
to do so. No others were aroused by the noise the fowls 
made, so I quietly took my gun that lay alongside of me, 
«nd sent two loads into the python, which settled him. 

My men jumped up in alarm, seized their guns, and 
looked as warlike as possible. They thought we were 
attacked unawares by some Oroungou fellows, and set 
up a wild yell of defiance, which was responded to by a 
most hearty laugh on my part. In the mean time the 
defeated boa had moved about, in the midst of us, and sent 
all the fellows off, just as they were asking, " Who has 
been killed by that gun ?" and I shouted in reply, ** This 
•enormous snake." 

My two Apingi fellows' eyes brightened as they thought 
of the good food they were going to have, and said — " Ah, 
ah ! if we had only known, we should have brought a 
cooking-pot of our own ; we would have had such nice 
snake-broth all the time !" This snake measured almost 
sixteen feet in length, and would have kept the fellows in 
broth for a long while. 

We went to sleep again, leaving the two Apingis busily 
engaged in cutting the boa into small pieces, and in roast- 
ing some of it over the fire. 

The next morning when I awoke the sun was bright; 
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a kind of Vapour was rising from the waters of the Delta 
of the Ogabai, and all Nature was still. I could not hear 
the song of a single bird or the chatter of a single 
monkey ; now and then a fishing-eagle passed oyer our 
h^ads, and the whole scene presented was one of desolation,- 

We cooked our breakfast, and immediately after our 
meal we again set out, and soon entered a very narrow 
creek — so narrow in some places that the trees on the two 
banks were so close together that we had trouble in pass- 
ing through with our canoe ; in one place I thought it 
would be utterly impossible. 

At last we emerged into the waters of the Npouloulay, 
and soon after found ourselves on the broad and placid 
waters of the Femand Vaz, coming in sight of my settle* 
ment at Washington. 

A thrill of joy filled my. heart when I saw my little 
settlement, for I was tired and worn out, and I needed a 
little rest — a little comfort in a plain way. I wanted to 
see my plantation, to see how it had grown since we 
parted, and if my stock of fowls had increased by new 
broods, or I could get a little milk from my goats. Then 
I wanted to see good King l^npano and his brother 
Rinkimongani and all the good folks of Biagano. They 
were there on the shore ready to receive me. They were 
honest, straightforward people. 



k 




CHAPTEE XIII. 

SBINKINO THE MBOUNDOU — HOW OLANGA-CONDO COULD DO IT -HOW 
THE MBOXJNDOU IS MADE — THE EPPEOT OP THE POISON. 

HAT a wild scene I beheld; one which had 
never been seen before by any white man ! 
Olanga-Condo, a mighty ouganga (doctor), 
was to drink the inboundou. What an awful poison this 
miboundou is I Nevertheless, Olanga-Condo could drink 
it ; yes, he could drink it by bowlfuls, one of which was 
more than sufficient to kill any man or woman. 

You will ask me, How is it that Olanga-Condo could 
drink this mboundouy and that other people could not? 
I suppose . he accustomed his body to it by drinking it 
little by little from his childhood, but of course he would 
not tell any one how he could drink it without being 
hurt. 
The strange scene took place at Goumbi. 
King Quengueza had a dream, and in that dream he 

1 
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saw that there were people who were aniemba (wizards)^ 
and who wished to take his life. So he rose in the 
morning possessed with the belief that such designs were 
entertained against him. His already stem countenance 
became harsher, and the good old chief began to dread 
those around him. It was useless for me to tell him 
that there were no such people as wizards, and that no 
living being had power to kill another by witchcraft. 

He became suspicious of his dearest friends. His near- 
est relatives, he thought, were those who wanted to get. 
rid of him, in order to get his wives, slaves, ivory, and 
goods. 

What a terrible superstition this belief in witchcrafb 
is! The father dreads his children, the son his ^Either 
and mother, the man his wife, and the wives their hus- 
bands. A man fancies himself sick; he imagines the^ 
sickness has been brought upon him by those who wani 
him out of the way, and at last becomes sick through* 
his fears. At night he fancies himself surrounded by 
the aniemba who are prowling round his huts, and that 
evil spirits are ready to enter into him as he comes out ;. 
and if this should happen he believes that disease and 
death are surely near. 

So Quengueza covered himself with fetiches, and every 
day invoked the spirits of his ancestors — Igoumbai, Eicati^ 
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Kombi, and Niavi (his mother) — to protect him from the 
amemba. How strangely his voice sounded in the silence 
of the night I One could not but be awed by it. 

Every morning he told the wonderfol and frightful 
dreams he had — for these people believe in dreams — and 
he was so convinced that the village was full of wicked 
sorcerers, that at last the whole people became infected 
by his fears, each one thinking that his life was at stake. 
Hence the ouganga, Olanga-Condo, had been ordered by the 
KJTig to drink the mhoundou, and then tell the names of 
the sorcerers. 

The leading people of Goumbi had met, and protested 
that no one wanted to bewitch their king ; they all wanted 
him to live to the end of time. 

Now they all sat in a circle on the ground ; each man 
had a short stick in his hand ; and Olonga-Condo was to 
take his position in the centre and drink the mhoundou in 
their presence. 

In the mean time I had assisted in the operation of 
making the mbowndoUy an operation which the drinker 
does not witness. A few red roots of the plant called by 
them the mboundou were brought in, and the bark was 
scraped off by several of the natives into a vessel ; into 
this a pint of water was poured, and in about a minute 
fermentation took place, and the beverage effervesced 

I 2 
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almost like cbampagnd. The water eoon became qnite 
tod, and was the very colour of the bark when the effer- 
vescing ceased. Two of Olanga-Condo's friends y/fst& 
present during this operation, to see that all was fair. 




' miiture was ready Olanga-Condo came, 
went to the centre of the circle, and the bowl containing 
the poison was handed to him. Without Altering for a 
single moment, but foil of faith, he emptied the bowl at 
one draught. 

In about five minntes the poison took eSect. He began 
to Bti^gor abont; his eyes were injected; his limbs 
twitched convnlsiTely ; his voice grew thick ; his veins 
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showed themselves prominently, and his muscles con- 
tracted. His whole hehayionr was that of a drunken man. 
He began to babble wildly, and then it was supposed that 
the inspiration was upon him. The people beat regularly 
upon the ground with the short sticks they held, and sang 
in a sort of doleful voice — 

** If he is a witch, let the mboundou kill him, 
If he is not, let the mboundou go out." 

Then at times Layibirie, Quengueza's heir, and his 
nephews, Quabi, Adouma, and Eapeiro, asked if there was 
any man that wanted to bewitch King Quengueza. 

Olanga-Condo went on talking wildly, not answering 
{he questions, which were repeated over and over again. 
At last he said — "Yes; some one is trying to bewitch the 
Eng." 

Then came the query, " Who ?" 

By this time the poor fellow was fortunately hopelessly 
tipsy, and incapable of reasonable speech. He babbled 
some unintelligible jargon, and presently the inquest was 
declared at an end. 

No persons had been accused, hence nobody was to be 
killed. But sometimes these doctors do mention names, 
and one of these days I may give you an account of 
murders committed in the name of witchcraft. 
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The mbcundou is a dreadful poiflon,* one from which 
very few escapa Sometiines the tous of the Yictim will 
burst open, at other times blood will flow from his nose 
and eyes, and he drops dead a few minntes after drinking it* 
Henoe the great power of the doctor. If a poor fellow is 
supposed to be a wizard, or to have bewitched the King or 
somebody else, he is forced to drink the viboundcu whether 
he likes it or not. If the man dies, he is declared a 
witch ; if he snrviyes, he is declared innocent, and those 
who have accused him pay him a fine. 

The ordeal is much dreaded by the n^roes, who often 
mn away from home, and stay away all their lives, rather 
than submit to it, and will often rather enslave themselves 
to another tribe. 

When the wizards are said to belong to another village, 
then wars frequently ensue. The man thought guilty 
is demanded to drink the mboundoUy while his friends, 

* This mhoundou pretty certainly belongs to a natmal order that 
contains many venomous plants, viz^ the Loganiace2B ; and, from 
the peculiar veining of the leaves, it is probably a species of Stryek- 
7108, belonging to that section of the genus which includes S, nux 
vomica. 

The taste of the infusion is extremely bitter. I gave some of the 
roots to Professor John Torrey, of New York. In the book pub- 
lished by the Messrs. Harper, called " Explorations in Equatorial 
AMca/* I published the letter this able chemist wrote me on the 
properties of the mboundou. 
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wbo know that he will probably die, rofuso to give 
ium up. 

This belief in witchcraft is tho great corso of Africa. 
According to this doctrine, every man that dies has been 
l>ewitched by some one. Death came into the world by 
witchcraft. For almost every man that dies somebody is 
Idlled, and often several persons are killed. 

The women being deemed of very little account in this 
part of the world, it is very seldom that at tho death of 
one of them anybody is killed. These poor heathen 
think no torture cruel enough to inflict upon a wizard. 
Sometimes the accused will be tied to a tree, and burned 
by a slow Are ; at other times they will bind him and put 
him in the track of an army of bashikouay ants. 

I remember the horrid sight I met one day ; it made 
my blood freeze all over. I shall never forget the scene 
■as long as I live. I was hunting in the woods for birds, 
when I spied two green pigeons (treron nvdirostins), which 
I wanted for my collection of birds. By dint of great 
oxertions I penetrated the jungle to the foot of the tree, 
when lo 1 a ghastly sight met my eyes. It was the corpse 
of a woman, young evidently, and with features once mild 
and amiable. She had been tied up here, on some infernal 
accusation of witchcraft, and tortured with a cruelty which 
would have done honour to the In(]^uisition. 
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The torture consisted in the laceration of the flesh all 
oyer the body, and firesh cayenne pepper had been rubbed 
in the gashes. A cold perspiration covered my body ; my 
eyes became dim. *^Was it a dream?" I asked myself. 
The deyil himself conld not have displayed more ingenuity 
in torture. I approached the corpse. It was cold. The 
poor girl was dead. What terrible sufferings she must 
have endured I 

Will yon think hard of me when I say to you that I felt 
I could go into that village of wild men and shoot every 
one of them ? 

Aniemba ! What a terrible meaning that word possesses 
in the mind of the poor Afiican of Equatorial AMca ! To 
be bewitched is almost certain death. What an awful 
superstition ! It leads to the most inhuman and abomi- 
nable acts of cruelty. 

How many I have seen of these acts ! what refinement 
of barbarism I have seen displayed I what numbers of poor 
innocent creatures I have seen slain! what numbers of 
families have in this way been made unhappy ! 





CHAPTEB XIV. 

A BOTAL FEAST CfS THE BANES OF THE OTEXGA — ^PBEPABATIOXS — 
THE BILL OF FABE — A TASTE OF ELEPHAXT AM> A MOUTUFUL OF 
MONKET, 

BOYAL feast is to be given to me, a real feast,. 
where the King is going to show me what are 
the splendours of his kitchen department. That 
feast is to take place in the equatorial regions of Western 
Africa^ on the banks of the Ovenga Eiyer. 

King Obindji is to give the repast. ]My friend King 
Qaengaeza and myself will be the guests at the feast, and 
it promises to be a great aS&ir, 

For some time past hunters have gone into the forest to 
kill and trap game, fishermen have been catching fish, and 
the women have been watching their plantain trees and 
their cassada plantations, while the boys have been scouring 
the forest to look after wild fruits. 

A good deal of pottery has been manufactured, so that 
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they may have plenty of cooking-pots. Eail^n jars have 
also been made in great numbers, so that vessels for palm 
wine may be abundant. The women have also worked 
fiteadily in making mats, so that many might be spread on 
the ground. Several boloko have been made. What a 
fitrange kind of arm-chair those bolokos are ! King Obindji 
delights to rest upon one. A large shade has been built, 
so that Quengueza and myself will have plenty of room. 
Oralas are abundant, and meat has been smoked in 
■abundance during these last few days. 

At last the day of the feast has come. There is a great 
stir in the village. The hunters have all returned, the 
men have also come back from their fishing excursion, 
4md for the last few days a great quantity of palm wine 
has been collected. Bakalai chiefs have come from all 
the surrounding country, with a great number of their 
wives and of their people ; they are all scattered about 
over the little olakas round the village. After the feast 
a grand palaver is to come off, and the affairs of the 
country will be discussed. Friend Quengueza seems to 
be the King of the Kings, for they all show him great 
marks of respect. 

Toward noon the tables are set. Do not think for a 
moment that I mean real tables ; I mean the mats are laid 
on the ground. Under our shade several mats are put, 
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and many ai^ scattered under the trees ronnd. Qucn- 
gneza and I are to eat nnder the shade, the other chicis 
under the trees. 

The dnuns begin to beat, wild songs are sung, and 
there is a great stir. The wives of the Eong have all 
tamed cooks, and are all busy ; the village seems to be in 
a blaze of smoke, for everything is cooking, and soon the 
zepast is to be ready. 

All sorts of pleasant odours are coming out of these 
pots : what curious dishes some of them will bo ! 

The drums are beating furiously again and again. 
Twenty of the King's wives have come out, each bringing 
a dish with her, which they deposit on the mats. 

Then Obindji came to Quengueza and to mc, and bado 
ns come and sit before what was presented to us, and 
tasted of every dish, to show us that no food was poisoned, 
for such is the custom of the country. 

What a curious bill of fare 1 I must give it to you, 
and I will try to remember it all. 

First, there was a huge pot containing an enormous 
piece of an elephant, which had been boiling since the 
day before, so that the meat might be tender. Another 
dish was the boiled smoked foot of an elephant, which 
had been specially cooked for me, this being considered 
by many the best piece. 
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' Then came a large piece of boiled crocodile, the broth 
of which was recommended to us, lemon juice and cay- 
enne pepper having been bountifully mixed with it to 
give it a flavour. Then came a charming monkey, which 
had been roasted entire on a blazing Are of charcoal. The 
little fellow seemed to be nothing but a ball of fat, and 
looked wonderfully like a roasted baby. It was cooked 
to perfection, and really had a fine flavour. 
A Then a huge leg of a wild boar made its appearance, 
the flavour of which was very high, and it must have been 
killed days before ; but these people like their game high ; 
in fact it is often decomposed when eaten. 

Then came the boiled tongue of the Bos hrachicherosy 
the wild buffalo. Another dish was boiled buffalo ribs* 
This latter had been cooked with the ndika, a kind of 
paste made from the seed of the wild mango fruit ; this 
was put close to me,.Quengueza never touching the buflalo 
meat, some of his ancestors having long ago given birth 
to a bufi&Io (at least so he said), and his clan, the Abouya, 
never taste buf^lo. 

Then came a dish of smoked mongon (otter) ; another 
of antelope, called kambi ; and a beautiful little gazelle, 
called ncheri. These meats had all been smoked a long 
time. In the centre there were two huge baskets of 
plantains, which were to be used as bread. 
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Do not think Uiis is the end of the bill of fare. The 
fishes are still to come, as well as other African dainties. 

An enoamons dish of manatee was next brought in, 
which was immediately followed by another dish of boiled 
mullet. Then came some land and water turtles. I 
wondered why a boiled snake had not made its appcar- 
enoe, and also some roast gorilla and chimpanzee, these 
to be surrounded by a few mice and rats. But these are 
entirely Bakalai dishes, no Commi eating those animals. 

It was a sumptuous feast. Obindji was in lus glory, 
and the drummers sang, ^' Who can give such a feast to 
the Ntangani except Obindji ? Obindji has a fetich " — 
ihey continued singing — "that makes the wild beasts 
eome to him, the fish come to him, the white man come 
iohimr 

Quengueza was seated on one side and I on the other, 
and round us stood the twenty wives and Obindji's slaves, 
io wait upon us. Quengueza, who is a great gourmand, 
took a glance at every dish before him, and concluded 
that he would go into the manatee first, then he would 
-follow up with some fish, and then would pitch into the 
fat monkey, finishing up with antelope ; and he said to 
me, in his bland and kind manner, that if there was room 
left he would eat some ncheri (gazelle), but he intended 
specially to go into the wild boar and the manatee to his 
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heart's content. " Then," said he, close to my ear, " you 
will give me a little glass of brandy." 

I thought I would taste a little of everything, and 
bring my stomach to its utmost capacity. Though it was 
against etiquette, for Obindji could not eat with Quen* 
gueza, I told him we had better invite Mend Obindji. 
We called the good fellow, and made him sit with us^ 
amid the abundant cheer round us, for all were as merry 
as they could be. 

His Bakalai Majesty was quite proud to eat with a fork 
which I presented him. 

Since Obindji was to eat with us, an addition to the bill 
of fare — a dish of boiled gorilla — came for his especial 
benefit ; also a dish made of part of a large snake cooked 
in leaves, the smell of which made Obindji's mouth water. 

The ' people all round us were eating. The first 
mouthful I put into my mouth caused cheer after cheer 
to go up. '' The ntanga is eating t The ntanga is eating 
of the elephant!" For I thought I would begin with 
King Elephant. 

It was a pretty tough piece of meat, I assure you ; the 
grain was very coarse, and the meat was somewhat taste- 
less and rather dry. The boiled elephant's foot was 
better, and I rather liked it. The elephant meat I did 
not like ; it was really too tough. 
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Obindji recommended to me a bit of crocodile, and the 
wife who had cooked it said she had been very careful 
that there was plenty of cayenne pepper and of lemon 
juice, and she was sure the broth was excellent. I must 
say I did not like the idea of eating of the crocodile, but 
I wanted to know how it tasted. The flesh was very 
white — somewhat fishy, I thought — and the grain of the 
meat coarse. I did not like either the broth or meat. 
The former was so terribly hot with cayenne pepper that 
it tasted of nothing else. I was glad to get through with 
the crocodile. 

The monkey was perfectly delicious ; I had not enjoyed 
anything so much for a long time, despite his looking so 
much like a roasted baby. I am sure no venison at home 
could have tasted better. 

The wild boar was so terribly high that I backed out, 
but friend Quengueza thought it was exquisite ; and when 
he had finished eating it, he told Obindji's head wife to 
keep what was left for him, as he intended to eat the 
whole of it. At the same time he got up as if he wanted 
to stiffen himself for more food, and then sat down, saying 
that he was ready to go on again. 

Just for fun I offered to friend Quengueza a piece of 
the tongue of the buffalo and part of his boiled rib. The 
old chief recoiled, for none of his clan (the Abouya), as I 
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iiave said, can eat of tHs meat, for they have a legend that 
once one of their clan gave birth to such an animal ; and 
if they were to eat of it disease would creep upon them, 
they would die, and their women would give birth again 
io such a monster. Quengueza told Obindji that the 
vessels that cooked the buffalo must be broken, for fear 
that his wives might cook his food in them. 

Every clan has some kind of animal they do not eat. 
-Quengueza assured me that when a boy he saw a woman 
who had given birth to a crocodile. I scarcely touched 
the buffalo meat ; the otter I did not like. When I came 
to the antelope my appetite had gone, to my great sorrow, 
for I am very fond of this dish. I finished up my dinner 
with a slice of pine-apple. I doubt very much if a more 
curious dinner could be given anywhere. 





CHAPTEE XV. 

THE TERRIBLE BASHIKOUAY — MARCH OP AN ANT ARMY — THEY 
BUILD BRIDGES — THEY ENTER HOUSES — THEIR HABI1S. 

NE day I was plodding along in the vast forest 
in search of game, and was suddenly startled 
by a strange noise falling upon my ears. I 
beard the footsteps of wild beasts running away; I 
thought I even saw the glimpse of a gorilla ; I certainly 
heard distinctly the footsteps of an elephant soon after. 
At last I heard at a great distance a mighty crash,^as if 
elephants were running at great speed through the forest, 
breaking everything before them. 

What can all this mean? I asked myself; and I knew 
not why, but a vague feeling of awe began to creep over 
me. I knew that something strange must have happened 
or was coming. Were we going to have an earthquake? 
It could not be a tornado, for we were in the beginning 
of the dry season. 

Finally the insects which had begun to fly at the be- 
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ginning of tHs tumult now grew thicker and thicker, 
when suddenly I was annoyed by fearful bites, and in 
less time than I have taken to write I was covered by a 
kind of ant called by the Bakalais Bashikouay, I leaped 
and fled with the utmost haste in the same direction the 
insects and beasts had taken. An army of bashikouay 
ants was advancing, and devouring every Hving thing in 
its way. I was almost crazy, for they were in my clothes 
and on my body, and often when they gave a bite a little 
piece of flesh would come out. 

When I thought I was out of reach I immediately took 
off my clothes. They had, in their fury, literally buried 
themselves in these, and their pincers were deep into 
them; and like the fierce bull-dog of our own country, 
when once they bite they never let go their hold; and 
many and many a time their bodies were severed from 
their head as I pulled them out ; their pincers clung still 
io my flesh. 

I defy any living man to stand quiet before an army of 
Tjashikouay ; he would certainly be killed and devoured. 
This was incontestably the largest army of bashikouay I 
have ever seen, and how it swept over the forest, driving 
everything before it ! 

These little ants are more powerful when combined in 
such an army than any living thing in the forest. All 
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other animate things are put to flight before their march. 
It is only in the interior that one can have an idea of 
their nmnber. 

I dressed myself again, and began to breathe £reely, 
when lo! these bashikouay were again coming ia my 
direction. So I fled, striking for a path that led to a 
stream, and at last reached the wot and swampy grounds, 
which I knew they would not care to approach if they con- 
tinued to spread and advance in the direction I had taken. 

How many and how many times I have been disturbed 
by these ants in the forests of Africa ! 

Of all the ants which inhabit the regions I have explored, 
the most dreaded of aU is the bashikouay; it is very 
abundant, and is the most voracious creature I have ever 
met. It is the dread of aU living animals, from the 
elephant and the leopard down to the smallest insect. 

At page 138 is the drawing of an ordinary bashi- 
kouay, taken by the artist from one of the four I had 
with me. 

No wonder that the animal and insect world flies before 
them ! And now I am going to say a good deal of what I 
know about them ; if I should tell you all, the account 
would appear so incredible that perhaps you would say it 
must be untrue ; but I write this book to instruct you, 
and to show you that the ways of Nature are wonderful. 

E 2 
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These bashikouay, so fiEir as I have been able to observe, 
do not build a nest or house of any kind ; they wander 
throughout the year, and seem never to have any rest. 
They are on the march day and night. I never saw them 
carry anything away; they devour everything on the 
spot. 

It is their habit to march through the forests in a long 
regular line, just as soldiers would do, and with quite as 
much order and regularity. The line is about two inches 
broad, and must be often several miles in length. All 
along this line are larger ants, who act as officers, stand- 
ing outside the ranks, and keeping this singular army in 
order. These officers stand generally with their heads 
facing their subordinates. They remain thus until their 
squads have passed, and then join them, while others take 
their place. 

The number of a large army is so great that I should 
not even dare to enter into a calculation. I have seen 
one continual line passing at good speed a particular place 
for twelve hours. It was sunrise when I saw them, and 
it was only a little before sunset that their numbers began 
to diminish. An hour before the end of the column came, 
it was not so compact, and I could see that these were the 
stragglers, and many of these stragglers also^ seemed to 
be of a smaller size : they were evidently tired. When I 
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^w them in the moming I did not know how long since 
*^ vast army of bashikouay had begun their march. 
*^ was the largest column I ever saw. You may 
^''^ne how many millions on millions there must have 
'^H included in this column. I have seen much smaller 
®^*Umns on the march, but it generally required several 
^Urs for them to pass. 

Strange as it may seem, these ants cannot bear the 
^^t of the sun, hence they could not be found in a coimtry 
^Aere the forests are scarce. If they come to a place 
^Iiere there are no trees to shelter them from the sun, 
they immediately build imderground tunnels, through 
"^hich the whole army passes in column to the forest 
beyond. These tunnels are four or five feet imderground, 
and are only used during the heat of the day. I have 
noticed that these open spaces are often passed by them 
during the night to the forest beyond. 

I suppose that these underground tunnels must be 
numerous; I do not see how otherwise the ants could 
protect themselves against the heavy rains. I have never 
seen them lying drowned on the ground after a storm. 
Hence they must know, when a storm is coming, how to 
disappear; and generally after a heavy rain these armies 
are more numerous in the forest, for they probably come 
in quest of food, of which they have been deprived during 
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their subterranean marches. They always attack with a 
fury which passes description. Where the soil is sandy 
no bashikouay can be found. 

When they get hungry the long file spreads and scatters 
itself through' the forest in a front line: how the order 
reaches from one extremity of the line to the other almost 
at the same time I cannot tell. Then they attack and 
devour all that comes within their reach with a fury and 
voracity which is quite astonishing^ As I have said, the 
elephant and gorilla fly before this attack ; the leopard 
disappears from his den; the black men run away for 
their lives ; for who would dare to stand still before such 
an army ? In a very short time any adversary would be 
overpowered, and I am sure that in about two or three 
hours nothing would be left of the opposition. Antelopes 
which I have killed have been stripped of every bit of 
flesh in that time. At times, when they have spread 
themselves, they do not advance with rapidity, but seem 
to go in a rambling sort of a way. 

It is said that now and then a man is put to death in 
the following manner. He is tied to a tree which is in the 
path of this bashikouay army. What a terrible death it 
must be I 

Every animal that lives on the line of march where 
they have spread is pursued, and, though instinct seems 
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to indicate the forthcoming danger, many aro caught. In 
an incredibly short space of time the mouse, the insect, 
and many small animals are oyerwhclmcd, killed, eaten, 
and their bore skeletons only remain. If they ever get 
into a fowl-house, it is all over with the fowls. The 
insects seem to be the greatest sufferers. The ants seem 
to tmderstand and act upon the tactics of Napoleon, and 
concentrate with great speed their heaviest forces upon 
the point of attack. They must certainly understand each 
other ; but how, we shall never be able to know. Surely 
there must be commanders for these vast hordes of soldier 
ants, for when in a liae on the march not one will leave 
the ranks, even though the insects, which they would 
devour in an instant when spread for a raid, are close by. 
It is but seldom that they are able to capture antelopes, 
for these animals run away too fast for them. 

As I have said before, they travel night and day. 
Many a time some of you who have perused my books 
may have read that I have been roused from sleep and 
obliged to rush from the hut, sometimes into the water, or 
at other times have been obliged to protect myself with 
fires, or by spreading hot ashes or boiling water around 
me. Often I have suffered terribly from their advanced 
guard, who hod got into my clothes, and who would not 
get out, and soon managed to get on my body. 
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When they enter a house they clear it of all living 
things. Beaches are devonred in an instant. Eats and 
mice spring round the room in vain. An oyerwhelming 
force of ants kills a 'Strong rat in less than a minute or 
two, and in an incredibly short time, despite the most 
frantic struggles, its bones are stripped. Every living 
thing in the house is devoured. Centipedes, scorpions, 
smaU spiders cannot escape, and of this I was glad. They 
will not touch vegetable matter. Thus they are in reality 
very useful ; for without them the insects would become 
so numerous that man would not be able to live. I always 
rejoiced when they got hold of a serpent, though these are 
pretty shy, and manage generally to get out of the way, 
except when they are in a state of torpor. 

When on the march the insect world flees before them, 
and, as you have seen in the beginning of the chapter, I 
had the approach' of a bashikouay army heralded to me by 
tiiis means. Wherever they go they make a dean sweep, 
even ascending to the top of many small trees in search of 
birds'-nests, and to devour the young of caterpillars. They 
pursue their poor prey with an unrelenting fary, and seem 
to be animated with the genius of destruction. Their 
manner of attack is by an impetuous leap. Instantly the 
strong pincers are fastened, and they only let go Nvhen the 
piece seized upon gives way. K they were large they 
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-would certamly be the most fearful creature man could 
ever encounter, and they would destroy all the living 
creatures of the forest. 

IVhen on their line of march they often find little 
streams — ^which of course are not very wide ; they throw 
themselves across and form a bridge, a living bridge, con- 
nected by two trees or high bushes on opposite sides of the 
stream. This is done with great care, and is effected by 
a great number of ants, each of which clings with his 
fore-daws to his next neighbour's body or hind-claws. 
Thus they form a high, safe bridge, over which the whole 
vast regiment marches in regular order. If disturbed, or 
if the bridge is broken by the violence of some animal, 
they instantly attack the offender with the greatest 
animosity. 

To find the place for these bridges must require a good 
deal of sagacity. By one way or another they find a spot 
where on each side there is a branch of a tree, almost 
always a dead one, that has fallen on the ground, and 
which overlaps the stream. Often in falling this tree has 
broken in two pieces, and the piece on the other side 
almost joins it. The branch on the further side must be 
lower on the groundj so that, as they form the bridge, 
they begin it from the higher side. 
. These bashikouay do smell things a long way off, and 
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they are gnided by their sense of smell. They are quite 
large, often the ordinary-sized ones being half an inch 
long, and are armed with very powerful fore-legs ' and 
large strong jaws, or nippers, with which they bite. The 
head is almost if not quite as large as the body; the 
large ones are almost one inch in length. The kind of 
which I have spoken is dark brown in colour, but I have 
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found in the mountains of the interior a somewhat larger 
species, almost black, and intensely voracious. Besides 
these two there is still another species of bashikouay, 
which I have only met two or three times in the mountains 
south of the equator. It is of a great size, at least double 
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ihe size of the one I have just spoken to you about. Tlio 
bcxLyis greyish-wliite in colour, the hood of reddish-block ; 
its fiuigs are very powerful, and it is able to make a clean 
bite out of one's legs. It is thus a very formidable animal, 
but fortunately its motions are not as quick as those of its 
fierce brother ; for if they wore, I do not know what would 
become of a man in the midst of such an army. It docs 
not march in such vast armies, nor docs it precipitate 
itself upon its prey with such an irresistible fury. In its 
motions it is almost sluggish. They do not invade yillagcs, 
or climb trees in pursuit of prey, and they are not so 
Yoracious as their fellows before mentioned. If they 
were, they would doubtless clear the country of every 
living thing, for they are much more powerful. They 
are, in fact, to the other ants, what whales are to fish. If 
as 'ferocious, they would depopulate the country, and 
would themselves have to starve and then disappear. 

Now I have told you about the bashikouay, and fool 
that I could tell you more ; and you may rely implicitly 
on what I have said, for what I have written is from very 
close observation. I wish this record of the bashikouay 
to stand. 

Some day civilization may reach Equatorial and Central 
Africa : then the forest will give place to open fields, and 
the bashikouay ant will disappear, for it cannot bear an 
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open country. Such is the order of nature which Grod has 
created, that when a race of men or beasts has gone it will 
neyer come back. The mastodon, and those gigantic 
animals and reptiles which once were, have never re- 
appeared. 





CHAPTEE XVI. 

THE SOBBOWS OP THE BIBDS — DUBIOUS APBIOAN BIBDS — THE BABBA- 
TULA DU CHAILLUI— THE BABBATULA FULIQINOSA— THE SYCOBIUS 

» 

NIGEBBIMUS. 

^W I mast speak to you of little birds t 

I do love birds. They are Nature's beautiful 
creatures. 

They are one of God's loveliest creations. 

They cheer us in our lonely hours, when from their 
bowers their songs come upon our ears and gladden our 
hearts. Their melodies have often told me how happy 
they were, and how much one bird loved the other. They 
are the poets of nature. 

Oh, little birds, I have often wondered how many 
sorrows you have ! Pain I know you have. The shrill 
cries and plaintive notes I have often heard from you 
have told me that your little breasts felt the pangs of 
angui$h. The hurried flights which I have often watched 
have said how anxious you were. 
^ In our Northern climes, when the leaves have withered, 
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when the cold winds blow, when* the snow covers the 
earth, I know that you suffer from hunger, and I feel 
so sorry for you. When you come by the window you 
seem to say — '' Do feed me, for I am so hungry and so 
cold r 

I have crossed the seas, and hundreds of miles away 
from land I have seen you, in your forlorn flight, looking 
in vain for the way that might lead to a land where your 
poor little bodies and tired wings and tiny little feet 
could And rest. The storm and the winds had carried 
you away from the land where you were accustomed to 
rejoice and sing, and taken you above that ocean on which 
you looked with such dread, and which is always ready to 
engulf you. You were so tired that you had not even 
the strength to utter your cries. How then I pitied you, 
for I thought of the days and sleepless nights you had 
spent over the vast sea I how weary those little wings of 
yours were ! how painful must have been each effort you 
made to support you in the air. How sad must have been 
your thoughts, for you could see nothing to guide you to 
that place you longed to reach ! 

I have seen you when the good ship was close at hand. 
How welcome its sight seemed to be to you, who had 
suffered so much from thirst, hunger, and starvation, 
fatigue and exhaustion ! and, as I watched your coming. 
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I could detect joy and fear ; for how strange the vessel 
appeared to you, how strange its ropes, how strange its 
43ail9. 

When I have thought its masts and ropes would afford 
yon rest, and seen you ready to reach them, you have 
dropped on the waves to rise no more. How you struggled 
hefore you came to this ! You almost touched the water, 
when another effort would send you flying high ahove the 
sea; then again your flight became weaker; gradually 
you came down, and made another frantic effort to escape 
by flight. At last you seemed not to know any longer 
what you were doing, and despite all your valiant struggles 
for life your doom came, and you dropped into the waves, 
and as the vessel sailed away I left you to your sad fate. 
At other times you fell on deck, for you were not strong 
enough to perch. Then how your bright little eyes 
became dim, for the touch of death was soon to close them, 
-despite the care and the little water I would give you. 
How sweetly you looked as you lay still in the embrace 
of death! The storms of your life were over, your 
sorrows were ended, and your merry songs were to be 
heard no more in the groves you used to love. I know of 
nothing sweeter to look at than a dead little bird! and 
yet there is nothing which more pathetically touches my 
heart. 
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When the eagle, the hawk, and the falcon soar high in 
the sky, I know that they are your enemies. When the 
snake glides from branch to branch in search of your 
nest, to destroy your offspring, I know that pain will 
reach your heart. When you and your mate are flying 
above the earth, perchance a heartless sportsman appears, 
and with his gun brings one of you down. How I have 
seen you follow the unfortunate one in its downward 
flight ! How painful to hear were your cries ; how you 
tried to arrest the fall of the poor wounded one, and how 
touching was the scene as you soared and soared above the 
body of the little victim who had fallen on the ground. 
So plaintive were your cries, that they ought to have dis- 
armed the ruthless hand that separated you, so that he 
would say to himself — " I will nevermore kill a harmless 
little bird, for God has given them to us to cheer, to 
enliven the nature that surrounds us." When night 
comes, and your mate does not return, how anxious and 
sad you seem to feel ! Perhaps a cruel cat, or some wild 
animal has destroyed his life. How often I have heard 
you call for the missing one, and could detect despair in 
the tone of your voice ! 

When the young fall from the nest I have watched 
your anxiety, and when danger threatened them I have 
seen you brace up your courage ; and how angry then you 



BEA UTT OF BIRDS. 145 

did look, with your little feathers all standing out as if 
you were ready for a fight! When the storms had 
tumbled down the little nest you had built with so much 
trouble, how distressed you seemed to bo, and how indus- 
trious you were to build another one ! So, little birdies, 
I found that, like man, you have your joys, your cares, 
your troubles, and your sorrows. The stormy billows of 
life are also for you. I love you the more for this. T 
wish I were a poet, so that my lyre could sing songs to 
you, and I might tell you a softer tale than that which the 
nightingale tells to us. 

Dear little birds, I thank you for all the joys you have 
given me during my wanderings. Your songs and melodies 
have often cheered me when wearied and lonely. Your 
plumage I have admired, and often have I exclaimed — 
" Little birds, how beautiful you are !" I thank you for 
the many days I have passed pleasantly while watching 
you; for I love dearly to look at you, to study your 
habits, to see how nice and loving you are. Many times 
I have said to myself, when admiring you — " Little birdie, 
do come to me, so that I may kiss thee and feel thy little 
beak upon my lips." God, how kind to man thou art ! for 
he is able to understand thy works. The wonders of thy 
creation he can admire, so that he may praise thee for thy 
goodness. 
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And now I will speak to yon of some little birds of 
wliicli we knew nothing, of little birds that had no name, 
and wandered unknown to civilized man, tUl he who ha& 
written this book saw them and bronght them here. 

In a forest of Equatorial Afiica, on the banks of the 
Ovenga Kiver, not far from Obindji Village, there was a 
plantation where birds came every day. There were 
many enrions kind of birds there, and many I had never 
seen before. The time to see them was early in the 
morning, before the smi became so hot that they had to 
retire in the forest, or in the afternoon after the sun was 
hidden by the hills. But the morning was the best time. 
The natives had no name for many of these birds. 
Among the most curious ones were the fly-catchers, the 
stranger bee-eaters, the queer crimpers, and some very 
strange woodpeckers; while flying over them all were 
some nice little black swallows that were very pretty 
indeed. I remember how much I loved in the morning 
to go over that plantation and watch them all, so that 
I might learn their habits and tell you something about 
them. 

Among the strangest of them all there was one that 
especially attracted my attention. As I approached the 
plantation I could hear, just on the edge of the forest, a 
noise that sounded very much as if some far-away people 
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were hammering at something, or I should rather say, as 
if people were hammering at a tree. I carefully ap- 
proached the place. I am sure you could not have heard 
my steps on the ground, so carefully I approached. I 
was dressed in a dark-blue suit of cotton goods, so that 
the birds might not notice me. At last I recognized the 
noise as coming from old friends of mine. They were 
birds that were hammering at two or three dead trees in 
such earnest that none of them observed me. 

It was a very pretty sight I The country being 
nothing else than a gigantic forest, of course, wherever a 
village or plantation is made, the trees have to be cut 
down, and nearly all are cut from a height of ten or 
fifteen feet. These in the course of time become dry, and 
after being dead a suf&cient time the wood softens, and 
becomes the object of the attack of the beautiful little 
bird 1 am writing about. It is really a beautiful bird, 
and was unknown before I brought it here. It has been 
named the Barbatula du CJiaillui. The throat and breast 
are of a glossy blue-black colour ; the head is scarlet ; a 
line of canary yellow from above the eyes surrounds the 
neck, and the back, which is black, is covered with canary 
yellow spots. Above the bill it has what might be termed 
two little brushes. 

The trunks of the trees on which they were so busily 
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(;ngagf;fl were within a fow yanlK of the 
birdn were Lard at work witli their bills, 
circular ojK;TiingH about two luclieH in diameter. It n 
a tcdiouH ojHjration, and now and then a litHe biid bad to 
rest, or itrt mate wiiuld coino and take its place. Their 
little feet are cf;nHtmcted like those of the woodpecker, 
to whom tliey are Hoinewliat related, but their bill is 
much thicker, Htronger, and Bhorter, hence better adapted 
to make holcH in the tninkfl of trees. 

It was very interesting to see them holding to thi 
trees, sometimes with tlieir heads upward and sometiiiieB 
with their heads downward. Some had just began to 
work at the aperture, otliers had already made a pretty 
deep hole, and the end of their tail only could be seen, 
while still others were working inside, and their bodies 
could not be seen at all, though now and then they came 
forth, bringing the wood they had picked out. 

What difficult and 2)atient toil! The making of one 
of these nests requires many days. It is no easy work 
for birds a little bigger than a sparrow to peck out a cir- 
cular opening of two inches in diameter, and more than 
two inches deep. This done, they dig perpendicularly 
down for about four inches. The cavity thus made is 
their nest. As they are small birds, it takes them a long 
time to finish this piece of carpentering — often two or 
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three weeks. There the female lays her e^3 and hatcbeB 
them in eecurity, no snake or wild animal being able to 
distoib them. 




Not only do they nse these nests while they aro 
hatching, bat also dniing the rainy season. How cosy 
they most feel in these places of refuge when a storm is 
ragii^ ! Nothing coold be safer, or better shelter them 
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from the rain. The aperture being about two inches in 
thickness before you come to the perpendicular hollow, 
of course the rain cannot reach the inside. 

I have seen trees entirely perforated by them ; that is 
to say, having more than a dozen of these holes in them ; 
and thus forming what we may call a little village of 
themselves. I wonder if they had a king I These birds 
are very shy, and the least noise will frighten them. 
How aflfectionate the pair seemed to be, how willing they 
were to help each other in their work ! 

There is also another species of Barhattda which I 
have discovered, of a grey colour, called now Barhattda 
fuliginosa, of the same habits, but found in greater 
numbers. I have seen colonies of them, composed of 
thirty or forty nests, on the same tree. 

The picture given by the artist represents the birds 
working and making their nests. 

Now I must speak to you of another bird, a very 
curious one, the Sycohim nigerrimtis, which is found in 
almost if not all the regions I have explored in Equatorial 
Africa. The habits of this bird are most extraordinary. 
They are extremely sociable birds; the woods or the 
uninhabited plantations have no charm for them; they 
must be where people live, and hence they prefer always 
to live in the neighbourhood of a village. If there are 



THE SYC0BIU8 NIGEMM1MU8. 151 

trees in the middle of the village they will live there, or on 
the trees at the back of the huts, and not far from where 
the palm or plantain trees abound : but man must be in 
sight, for they seem to love his society. 

In some villages they are found in immense numbers, 
often there are several hundreds of nests on the same 
tree, but it depends on the size of the tree. I have seen 
several thousands of nests on a single tree, of which they 
take entire possession for years. The Sycchii are a little 
larger than sparrows, and the habits of these little twit- 
terers are so remarkable, that I never wearied of watching 
their curious ways and very skilful and intelligent 
manoeuvres in nest-building or in gathering food. A 
native village would lose a great charm without them. 
In many villages of the interior, where people do not 
move about, trees are planted specially for them, and it 
is considered an ill omen if they do not come. They 
make such a noise from morning till night, that some- 
times it is almost impossible to hear when close to them : 
the harder at work they are the more noise they make. 

There are two species, but both live in the same trees 
and associate indiscriminately with each other, though 
not, of course, in the same nests. The male of one species 
is entirely black, and the female a dark grey, while in the 
other the male is yellow, with black and yellow throat. 
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The eggs of the first mentioned are bhiish, with black 
spots, while those of the other species are light pink, with 
dark spots. Both kinds of eggs are very beautiful. 

Thej are singularly industrious birds : they seem never 
to weary of work. When they have settled upon a tree 
on which to plant a colony, they labour from daylight till 
dark, day after day, with seemingly the utmost joy, fun, 
and perseverance at their very singular pendent nests. 

The nest is round in shape, or nearly so, with a narrow 
passage for entrance and exit leading down one side and 
opening beneath. It is securely fastened to an out- 
stretched twig, and I have sometimes counted in one tree 
more than two thousand of such pendent little balls, each 
inhabited by a family, male and female, of these birds ; 
and once I am sure I saw four or five thousand of these 
nests. This I saw in the Ishogo country, of which I 
may speak to you one of these days. The birds when 
building strip the leaf off the palm, or plantain, or banana 
tree. They split the leaf into very narrow strips, not 
more than two or three lines wide, but through the whole 
length of tlie leaf in the palm, and the whole breadth of 
the leaf in the plantain, beginning from the rib. 

Male and female both work at gathering this material, 
and every piece is brought up to the tree. How strangely 
they look as they fly with them from the place where 
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they took them to that where their colony is situated t 
It seems as if they were carrying away a long, narrow 
ribbon. The pendent twig having been chosen, the birds 
begin to tnm their leaf-strips over the twig, and to inter- 
lace them below in such a way as to enable the finished 
nest to shed rain. The birds, work with the greatest 
assiduity with both beak and feet, sometimes with the 
head up^ sometimes with the head down. Often I would 
see one little fellow one minute holding by his feet and 
working the strips in with his bill, the next suspended by 
his bill and pushing all together with his feet; then 
adroitly dipping inside, and by pushing and working with 
his body giving the nest a round shape. The entrance is 
the last made, and they are knowing enough to build its 
mouth down, so that the inside may be sheltered from the 
rains, which I can assure you pour down in good earnest 
in these equatorial regions. A few leaves are put inside 
where the eggs are to be laid. 

Sometimes trees on which these industrious little 
fellows build are quite killed by the weight of so many 
nests, and by the space they occupy preventing the 
regular growth of the branches. The nests are not only 
used to breed in, but also to live in, and each pair breeds 
several times a year, raising two young ones in a brood. 
Of course, with such a rapid increase, they are always 
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needing new nests, so that the bnilding process is going 
on almost all the time. 

The nests looked all alike to my ejes, yet each bird 
was always able to find its own. Bnt sometimes I noticed 
a strong fellow trying with might and main to oust one 
of his weaker brethren &om his home, or to drive him 
froTCL the work he had begun : then there was a downright 
fight for possession* 

They have a foreknowledge of the rainy season eyi- 
dently, for just before this sets in they are particularly 
active in building and repairing, and at such a time the 
village where they have settled is alive with their merry 
twittering and active bustle. 

Of course, during the dry or cold season very little 
building is going on. 

I shall always have a pleasant recollection of these 
Sycobiiy and no one was ever allowed to disturb them 
at Washington, where I had three or four little trees 
full of their nests. The natives like to see them round 
them, and no village is thought to be perfect without 
them. 
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CHAPTEE XVII. 

ON THE OFOUBOU BIVER — ELEPHANTS BATHING — PUBSUIT THROUGH 
THE SWAMP — ESCAPE OP THE ELEPHANTS. 

F you could have visited me, you would have 
found me on the banks of the Ovenga Eiver> 
at the village of my Bakalai friend Obindji. 

Numbers of canoes, made each from the trunk of a 
single tree, are on the river-bank. My friend Quengueza 
is giving his orders for the comfort of Ntangani : " his 
friend Paul " is going away with him. 

We are going to leave, for there is nothing more to 
eat at friend Obindji's. Game has become scarce, ele- 
phants and gorillas have destroyed their plantations, and 
disappeared. We are too kind-hearted, however, to tell 
good Obindji that we are obliged to leave his village 
because we are hungry every day. 

We are going to ascend the Ofoubou Eiver, which is 
one of the afiQuents of the Ovenga, and are bound for 
the village of Njali-Coudie. This is a strange name to 
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give to a town, bnt there are many strange names in this 
country. I hope you will be able to pronounce them 
according to the African standard, and that you will 
remember them. 

Obindji is on the beach, beating his Icendo (the royal 
sceptre), and invoking the spirits of his ancestors to pro- 
tect his friend Quengueza, and his Ntanga (white man). 
He is covered with fetiches, and has rubbed his body with 
the chalk of the Alumbi. 

The Icendo is the badge of royalty in some of these 
tribes of A&ica. I will give you a description of the 
Icendo, It is a rude ball of iron, fEushioned with a long 
handle, also of iron, and of the same piece. The sound 
which with us announces the viciniiy of a herd of cows 
or sheep, in Africa precedes the advent of the sovereign, 
who uses the Icendo only when on visits of state or on 
business of importance. 

When they wear the Icendo it is on the shoulder, and 
there is put over it the skin of a genetta, in which some of 
the Alumbi powder is kept. 

In this case friend Obindji thought it was very im- 
portant that the spirits of his ancestors should follow us. 
He wanted good wishes to precede us. Hence he said, 
he hoped we would have plenty to eat, and that I would 
kill all the game I wanted. 
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Obindji was really in earnest, and jabbered away in a 
manner and with an eagerness that was laughable : he 
had certainly plenty of faith in the powers he was in- 
voking. 

The canoes were ready, and soon friend King Quen- 
gueza gave the order for our departure. His Majesty 
was in his royal travelling costume. He had on a coat 
which I had given him, but no shirt; he had a cravat 
round his neck, and instead of pantaloons, which, by the 
way, I had never been able to make him wear, he had 
a cloth round his waist. His bag hung over his shoulder, 
and in this was his ogana (idol); there also he had a 
good supply of tobacco, his pipes, and several other 
things, among which were articles for the toilet of his 
Majesty, such as a little calabash of palm-oil to rub on 
his skin to soften it, and to give to some of his wives 
when he wished to be particularly amiable.' 

In this journey his Majesty thought he would have 
ten wives to accompany him, and to provide for his 
comfort; and though King Quengueza was, I should 
judge, at least seventy-five, the oldest among these ten 
wives could not have been more than fourteen years of 
age, and he had left; a few behind still younger than 
these. 

Quengueza and I, with two of the fovourite wives, 
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iuclnding a Bakalai one, were in the royal canoe, at the 

head of which was a drammer. I fired a salnte, and 

soon a bend of the river hid ns from Obindji's view. 

The drmns were beating, and all the men were singing. 

All the other canoes paddled in front of ns except one, 

which kept in the rear. 

The starry flag floated gracefully in the royal canoe. 
Quengneza was wonderfally pleased with the flag^ We 
entered the Ofoubou Eiver and flred another gun, the 
echo of which resounded from hill to hill, and started 
the roar of a gorilla, which could not have been half a 
mile distant from where we were. That fellow was 
certainly a large male gorilla. 

The Ofoubou was a narrow river, but deep at that 
time of the year : trees and palm lined its banks, which 
it had overflowed, spreading its waters over the strip of 
lowlands which bounded it, and which separated it from 
the hills. 

Njali-Coudie was situated about ten miles distant from 
the banks of the Ofoubou. By-and-by the singing ceased, 
and we paddled silently along, when suddenly one of the 
canoes ahead made us a sign to be very quiet. "What 
is going on?" I whispered to Quengueza. Quengueza 
in a low voice replied, "I know not." Every man 
looked carefully at his gun. The canoe ahead had 
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stopped, neither retreating nor advancing. What conld 
it be? We pulled with the utmost care; our paddles, 
as thej dipped into the water, made no noise at all, and 
at last we all met. 

Then Adouma, the king's nephew, came and whispered 
low — " Elephants are here, they are bathing in the river. 
I have heard them." 

" Are you sure they are elephants ?" 

" Are they not hippopotami ?" I asked. 

" No," he replied, " they are elephants." 

The countenances of all the fellows brightened up; 
the ivory tusks of the noble beast were, they thought, 
already in their possession ; they were selling the skin of 
the fox before having killed the animal. 

We let all our canoes pass down the stream a little 
way, in order that we might hold a grand palaver. 
Adouma, Quabi, Eapero, all Quengueza's nephews, were 
present. Querlaouen and Malaouen, the two most redoubt- 
able warriors of the Bakalai of the Ovenga, were also 
there ; these five, with Quengueza and myself, formed the 
Grand Council. 

Quengueza, being an old i^^ ^^'^ to remain where he 
was^ with all the party, while myself and the fi-^Q others 
were to move in a canoe and make land near where the 
elephants were. 
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Immediately the fellows covered tHemselves with their 
fetiches ; Qnerlaouen and Malaonen bled their hands, and 
then we looked carefully at our guns. Though we were 
more than one hundred men altogether, the fiEilling of a 
leaf could have been heard by any one of us, the silence 
was so profound. 

The canoe that was to take us came. Adouma and 
Quabi paddled, and onward we went until we reached a 
bend of the river, and I could distinctly hear the ele- 
phants. So we thought best to land inside of the bend, 
which we did without uttering a whisper, for fear of 
alarming the elephants. After landing, the great dif&culty 
was how to gain the other side. The country was over- 
flowed, it was all bog land, yet to the elephants we must 
go. We could not possibly follow the edges of the 
forest that bordered the Ofoubou, for we should have 
soon found ourselves in twenty feet of water, and in the 
middle of a strong current. These bog lands are always 
dangerous things on the banks of the overflowed African 
rivers. 

I himg my powder-fliask close to my neck, and also my 
watch, in case the water should be deep, for I am not tall. 
My men took the same precaution with their bags, and 
then Malaouen took the lead. Where we landed there 
was no dry spot, and as we advanced through the woods 
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we immediately found ourselves entangled ' in the midst 
of the roots of the trees, with the water above our waists, 
sinking knee deep into the mud, ignorant at every step 
whether the next might bring us into water up to our 
necks or above our heads. That was about as difficult a 
tramp as I ever had had in all my travels. Suddenly 
Querlaouen's foot caught under some roots, and down he 
went into the water, gun and all. He immediately swore 
in Bakalai that somebody had bewitched him, and did not 
want him to kill an elephant. Finally wo came to a place 
where the water reached my neck, I being the shortest of 
all ; so I took my watch and powder in one hand and my 
gim in the other, raising both arms as high as I could, and 
at every moment I fully expected to go down. One step 
more and the water just reached my mouth, but happily 
the next step took me on higher ground. 

At last we succeeded in crossing the bend, and came in 
sight of the elephants, who did not observe our approach. 

They were seven altogether. What a huge beast the 
male was! The other six were all females, so said 
Malaouen. They were perfectly unconscious of our 
presence, and swam to and fro in the narrow river. Un- 
fortunately they were very far from us, being very nearly 
half a mile off, and to come to a good shooting distance in 
this awful swamp would take some time. 
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Their largo ears contraeted Bin^nUrly with the smftll 
ears of tbeir Aaiatic bretliren ; they were also eomewliat 
Bmaller. Several of them had huge tuBka of ivory ; tfaoee 
of the bull were gigantic. They were batliing, and 
evidently enjoying themselvw. 




We now followed with great care the banks of the river 
abont ten or fifteen yards inBide of them, until at last the 
water became so deep that we came to a halt How sorry 
we felt ! I would have given much if I could have ccnne 
near the elephanta ; but as we approached the banks we 
saw the elephants leaving the river. What monsters they 
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seemed! I shouldered my long-range rifle, aimed at the 
big male, with but little hope of killing it, as I must have 
been several hundred yards off. I fired, heard the bullet 
strike one of the tusks, when the animals plunged into 
the forest, breaking down everything before them. 




M 2 
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CHAPTEE XVIIL 

NJALI-COUDI^ — AN AFRICAN TOWN— THE CHIEF — COUBTSHIP AND MAR- 
BIAGE IN AFRICA — BUYING A WIFE — QUABBEL OVEB THE SPOILS. 

OW, after many wanderings, I find myself in the 
very large village of Bakalai called Njali- 
Coudi6. Often I wonder that I have not been 
murdered by these Bakalai, for they are very treacherous, 
and life seems to them to be of no value. 

The village of Njali-Coudi^ is situated in the very hilly 
country between the Ofoubou and Ovenga Eivers. It was 
one of the largest Bakalai villages I had ever seen. The 
people were wild; their houses were small, very small 
indeed, and built with the bark of trees. It was sur- 
rounded by large plantain groves and clusters of sugar- 
cane. 

The name of the chief of that strange village was 
Mbango, and a fine savage he was. His hair and his 
beard were white. Hound his waist was a piece of grass- 
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cloth ; by his side hung a tremendous war-knife ; and on 
each of his ankles he wore two tremendous iron rings. 
Bound his neck be wore some monda fetich, which he 
thought could protect him from evil spirits and &om 
being bewitched. Bound him hung some charmed powder, 
preserved in the skin of a wild animal. Around his chest 
he wore a strip of leopard's skin, which his people believed 
could never be pierced by spears or arrows. So we might 
say that King Mbango thought himself invulnerable. 

The people of the village were a hard set of quarrel- 
some-looking fellows. The women were not beautiful, 
indeed they were very ugly; and even King Mbango's 
head wife was far from being a belle. She was a tall 
woman ; her teeth were filed to a point ; her hair was 
anointed profusely with *palm-oil; her face was all 
tattooed ; and on each side of her cheek, a little below the 
eye, there were two round spots of flesh of the size of a 
quarter of a dollar. They had succeeded in raising the 
flesh, and it must have required a good deal of skill. Qn 
her chest any amount of fantastical tattooing could be 
seen ; even her back was not free from this ornamentation. 
Such is the faithful picture of Mbango's head wife, whose 
name I have forgotten. She wore several brass anklets, 
and also several bracelets. King Mbango had a score of 
wives besides her, but she was the first woman he had 
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mjoned ; lienoe she was the Queen — tibe foremost of them 
an. When Mbango married a new wife, she gave her 
advice and told her how she must love Mbango, how she 
must 'obey him, how laborionsly she must cnltiYate the 
soil in Older to bring food to her husband, and how she 
mnst often fish in order to feed her lord weU. If she does 
all this, the king will say, ** This wife really loves me." 
But if she does not, beware! If she is hucy, the lash of 
whips made from the hide of the hippopotamus, or of the 
manatee, will remind her of her duties, and of the love 
she owes to her husband. 

Do not think for a mom^it that women in that £uH>ff 
country of which I speak to you choose their husbands. 
Nothing of the sort! When a girl is bom among the 
Bakalai, while she is still a child she is often betrothed, 
and now and then she goes to the village where her future 
husband lives. Her mother or her father will take her 
there, and after a while she comes back to her home, and 
this continues until she is finally given away. As she 
grows older she visits her intended husband less frequently, 
while he, on the other hand, comes oftener to the village 
of her parents. 

You will ask me how they get betrothed or engaged. 
No ring is given. The man who comes to ask the girl 
comes first to talk the matter over. He brings a few 
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presents, say a goat or a few fowls, and a few jars of 
palm wine, and places them at the feet of the girl's father. 
Then he begins a long rigmarole, and if he could he 
would go as far back as Adam. At first he speaks at 
random, talking to somebody else all the time, for they 
never speak directly to the person they address. Thus 
he goes on for a couple of hours before he comes to the 
point. In tho mean time the presents are still lying 
before the father. The whole people of the village are 
there listening, and approving or disapproving by grunts. 
The man gets tremendously excited, and begins to halloo 
until he is covered with perspiration. After he has 
finished there is a pause. Somebody else gets up, and 
pleads sometimes for the suitor, and sometimes in behalf 
of the villagers or relatives to whom the girl belongs. 

At last the father gets up, and ho tries to play a shrewd 
game. He never means what he says ; he talks not to 
the suitor, but to one that has come with him, for it is the 
fashion here, as I have said, never to speak directly to the 
person whom you wish to address. He seems astonished 
that a man is bold enough to ask his beautiful daughter 
in marriage. He sings her praises, generally pockets the 
presents, and says he will think about it. 

After this palaver the relations on the mother*s and 
the father's side are presented with the amount for which 
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the girl is sold ; and when the final agreement has ^been 
made, the spoils are divided among the two families. / 

This is the way girls are given in pia|riage in this part 
of the world. 

Mbango had a beautiful girl, whom he seemed to love 
dearly, and she was not betrothed. One day a fellow 
came from a neighbonring village. He had with him a 
slave to give to Mbango, several jars of palm wine, a goat, 
some native tobacco coming from a comitry of the interior, 
called Ashira, and he put all these things at the £eet of 
Mbango, who was seated on a stool and ready to hear him. 
After having talked a long time, he presented his slave^ 
his goat, and all the presents he had brought with him to 
the King, and asked his daughter in marriage. 

Old Mbango got up and pretended to be in a furious 
rage, but it was all sham ; he kicked and broke the jars of 
palm wine. How could a man come and presume to offer 
hiTTi only one slave for his daughter, she who was sought 
after by so many suitors ? He could not believe his ears ; 
and Mbai^go went roaming about, brandishing his cane» 
In the mean time the poor fellow had fled in dismay, 
leaving his slave, his goat, and all his presents behind. 

Mbango's pretended anger was a humbug. He wanted 
more presents, and appeared highly indignant. So the 
next day the suitor came back, and brought with him 
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another slave he had kept in reserve, guessing that King 
Ml^go would not be satisfied with one. He knew well 
that it required 10&¥!^ Hhsji one in order to marry the 
daughter of a chi^f, and he wanted to get his bride as 
cheap as he could. Mbango looked very stern. How 
had he dared to come with one slave only ? Did ho think 
his daughter was good for nothing ? 

Mbango was far more gentle. He took the other slave, 
and then said that one more would settle the bargain — 
then he could take his bride with him. 

The next day another slave came ; the man swore that 
his uncle gave the man to him, though I learned after- 
ward that he had that third slave ready, but that he 
thought that two slaves would do. The share of Mbango 
for his daughter was two slaves, and that of the relatives 
of the mother of the girl was one slave ; and Mbango, 
wishing to appear generous, gave them the goat. The 
relatives on the mother's side of the girl tried to get two 
slaves out of the three ; it was a hard palaver, and lasted 
several days, but Mbango was inexorable — he must have 
two slaves for his share. 

There was no ceremony. The man took his bride with 
him, and after a few days she was to return to her father. 
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CHAPTEE XIX. 



THE FEAST OF NJAMBAI — THE TALKING IDOL — SECBET PROCEEDINGS 
— THE WOMEN AND THEIR MYSTERIES. 




|HE village of Njali-Coudi^ became full of 
strangers, so full indeed that many could not 
find shelter there, hence little olakos were 
surrounding the village everywhere. 

When I inquired the cause why so many strangers 
were in the village, I was told that the Njambai feast was 
coming. 

The first night I cculd not sleep, as no African feast is 
complete without shouting, drumming, singing, dancing, 
and a good deal of drinking, when the latter can be got. 
The noise was terrific ; more than one hundred tam-tams 
must have been beating. 

At last I got up and went into the street. It was 
crowded with men, women, and children. Fires and 
torches lighted it up, and gave a strange appearance to 
the sayages, who were painted in different colours. 
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Seeing a great crowd, I went there, and I saw in the 
middle of the street a large wooden idol. It was a female 
figure, nearly of life size, and with doyen feet like those 
of a stag. Her eyes were of copper; one cheek was 
painted red, and the other yellow. About her neck hung 
a necklace of leopard's teeth. This idol is said to have 
great power, and the people believe that on certain occasions 
she nods her head. She is said to talk quite frequently — 
as might, indeed, be expected. She is very highly 
venerated by the people. Before her stood plantains, 
sugar-cane, and a piece of antelope. The people were 
dancing around her, singing most furiously and drumming 
with tremendous force. They were so much excited and 
so much in earnest that thei^ bodies were bright and 
shiny ; for the oil their skin naturally possesses comes 
out so abundantly that one might have thought they had 
dipped themselves in it. The perfume was not particu- 
larly pleasant, but I had become accustomed to it. 

How wild the scene, how wild the men as they danced 
round ! They looked almost like demons. Sometimes a 
single man would come forth and dance before the idol, 
making the most horrid contortions possible, and, speaking 
to her, would vanish again. This idol belonged to the 
clan of which Mbango was the chief, and had been in 
their possession as far back as they had any remembrance. 



172 WILD LIFE UNDER THE EQUATOR. 

The dan of Mbango includes half a dozen large Yilli^es 
within a circuit of thirty miles ; hence the idol of the 
clan remains with him. But that night there was no 
nodding and no talking of the idol. The people began to 
be frightened, and their ignorant doctors were at their 
wits' end, and did not know what to do. 

On the night of the two following days there was a 
dead silence and a great darkness : no fire was allowed in 
the village, no torch could be lighted. The only light 
was mine, and that was closely shut up in my hut. 
- What a strange scene ! Not a voice could be heard ; 
for he who should have dared to talk would have probably 
paid with his life for his rashness. 

Two or three times a strange feeling of awe took hold 
of me, for I stood alone in the midst of this wild people, 
and what could be wilder than these superstitious scenes ? 
It is not wonderful that these poor weak creatures, in 
sight of such idols as they have, are frightened even at 
themselves. 

The Mbuiti was set out in the middle of the street, and 
the people stood round her in the pitchy darkness. She 
is said to have bowed, walked about, and spoken to some 
one, expressing her pleasure at two gazelles that had been 
offered to her. She ate some of the meat — ^so I was 
assured — and left the rest for the people. 
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Yes ! they all believed the reports which I have just 
related to you. I felt very sorry that the mind of man 
could be so debased. What they asked of the idol I have 
never been able to find out ; they were unwilling to tell 
me. At any rate, they were pleased, for they thought the 
idol had spoken, had nodded, and had eaten. 

Now let us come to Njambai, Njambai is a spirit, a 
very good spirit, who protects the women. All the tribes 
I have visited believe in him or her, though with all the 
name is not the same. All the women venerate Njambai. 
This worship of the women is a kind of mystery, no men 
being admitted to the, ceremonies, which are carried on in 
a house very carefully closed. This house was covered 
with dry palm and banana leaves, and had not even a door 
open to the street. To make all close, so as to prevent 
the eyes of man from penetrating into it, it was set against 
two other houses, and the entrance was through one of 
these, so that complete darkness reigned in the house of 
Njambai. Mbango and friend Quengueza warned me not 
to go to the place, for the King said — " Ntanga, I myself 
cannot go and have a look.*' 

The feast of Njambai takes place once a year. 

The women had come from all the villages round; 
they had come for the Njambai feast. They had all 
painted their faces and bodies, were beating drums, and 
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marching about the town. Now and then they wonld 
all go into the forest, whence I could hear their wild 
songs. From time to time they entered the Njambai- 
house, where they danced inside and outside ; and one 
night they made a most outrageous noise, far greater 
than even the men had made when I came to the village. 

I thought it pretty hard not to be able to sleep. After 
a few days I began to feel the need of it, but I did not 
wish to go and make my camp in the woods, for I wanted 
to see the feast of Njambai. The men were hunting all 
the time, and all the game they killed or caught they 
brought to the women, who offered them all to Njambai. 

On the second day they nearly all went off into the 
woods, and their songs were something wonderful. Now 
and then I could hear the name of NjambaL I noticed 
that in the morning a few had entered the Njambai-house, 
where they remained, keeping a mysterious silence. Now 
my curiosity, which had been greatly excited to know 
what took place in that secret worship, finally overcame 
me. I resolved to see the inside of this house if I could. 
I fancy many of you would have done the same. 

I walked several times up and down the street to avoid 
suspicion. Looking round and seeing nobody, I went 
quietly by the house, and at last suddenly pushed aside 
some of the leaves that formed the walls, and stuck my 
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head through it For a moment I coiild distrngniBh 
nothing in the darknoss. Then I beheld three perfectly 
naked old hags Bitting on the clay floor, with an immense 
bundle of greogreea or fetiches before them, which they 
seemed to be contemplating la silent adoration 




8 put aback, for I expected to see no one. Ab 
I their feu and wonder had somewhat subsided. 



176 WILD LIFE UNDER THE EQUATOR, 

they set up a hideons howl of rage, and rushed out to call 
their companions in the bush. In a few minutes these 
came rushing toward me with gesture of anger, and 
threatening me for my offence. I quickly reached my 
house, and, seizing my gun in one hand and my revolver 
in the other, told them I would shoot the first one that 
came inside my door. I never saw such an infuriated 
set. My house was surrounded by above three hundred 
angry women, every one shouting out curses at me ; and 
still they kept coming in, their number every moment 

growing greater and greater. 

King Mbango came to the rescue. I was glad of it, 
for I had never been in such a predicament before. I 
had never in my life faced an angry mob of women ; 
and here there were hundreds of them before me, who 
seemed ready to tear my eyes out of my head, or commit 
such other gentle little deeds as I certainly thought no 
female could attempt. 

Presently they went back to the Njambai-house, and 
I felt quite relieved. I had become almost deaf, and 
had wondered how I should get out of the scrape. 

At last a deputation of the women came to King 
Mbango and to Quengueza, who told the women I was 
their guest. The women did not wish to yield, but at 
last King Mbango and his male subjects came one by 
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one, and put their offerings before the women. These 
consisted of grass-cloth, knives, plates, bracelets, anklets, 
etc., etc. With these the angry women were appeased, 
and there the quarrel ended. Of course I could not 
make any further investigations into their mysteries. I 
was watched very closely, and Mbango came and im- 
plored me not to go again, saying — " The wrath of Njam- 
bai may come upon us 1" 

The Njambai feast lasted about two weeks. I could 
learn very little about the spirit which they call by this 
name. It protects the women against their male enemies, 
avenges their wrongs, and serves them in various ways. 

What I have told you is all I know about it, but I 
thought it might interest you as it did me. I only hope 
that, whenever you travel, it will never happen to you 
to have several hundreds of infuriated women after you, 
for I can assure you that I would have rather encountered 
a gorilla of the worst kind than to face them. 




N 
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CHAPTEE XX. 

SICK IN A STRANGE LAND— ADVENTURE WITH A SNAKE — HOW A 

SQUIRREL WAS CHARMED. 

WAS in the forest, under a large tree, very ill. 
I had been sick with a fever for some weeks, 
and all the medicine I had taken seemed to 
dome no good. Little by little my strength gave way. 
The days and the nights seemed so long \ I am sure 
that if you had seen me you would have pitied me. 
There I was in that great forest, which was full of wild 
men and still wilder beasts. How helpless, how sad, 
how lonely I felt ! 

The hand of death was close upon me. Looking at 
myself in the looking-glass, the sunken and pallid cheeks 
told how much I had suffered. ' My eyes grew dim, and 
I began to realize that soon my days were to bo ended, 
and that I was to die in that desert place, far away from 
home and friends, and that the wild beasts of the woods 
would come and devour me. " 

My bed was made of leaves, my pillow was the branch 



SICK IN A STRANGE LAND, 179 

•of a tree. Instead of blankets I had two fires, but I was 
so burning hot the greater part of the time with fever 
that I cared not for these. Close "to me lay my little 
Bible, on my small and now almost empty medicine chest, 
but I could only look at it, for I could not read any 
more ; there were a few books also, and a few old news- 
papers from New York. 

Over my bed was a covering of leaves, to protect me 
from the rains. 

At last I was too feeble to rise and quench my thirst 
in the little stream near where my camp was made, or to 
go there and bathe my burning head. So the kind 
women got water and bathed my head. I could not eat, 
for I had nothing. At times I thought that if I could 
only have a little piece of dry bread, how much I should 
relish it ! I. could bear the plantains and the wild berries 
and fruits no longer. There were days when I felt so 
lonely, so wretched, so poor, so helpless, that the tears 
rolled down my cheeks. The days of my boyhood came 
back before me, for they had been happy days. Then, 
instead of a piece of wood, I had a soft pillow to lay my 
head upon; then there were gentle hands that caressed 
me when I was sick. Where was that cosy little bed 
now ? What a contrast ! I thought of the friends of my 
youth — of little Lucy, of Julia, and Laura, and Jessie. 

N 2 
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What had become of beautiful little Lottie, with her fair 
hair, and of charming little Maggie, with her dark hair ? 
What Mends we had once been ! Lottie had been like 
a sister to me. I wondered if they thought sometimes of 
me, or if some of them might have gone to heaven. What 
had become of them ? I knew that, if they were by, 
they would take care of " little Paul," as they used to 
call me. 

I remembered the ladies that were so kind to me when 
I had no mother to care for me. I knew that if I had 
anything good and amiable in my nature they had taught 
it to me. 

Where were all my playmates ? How we would have 
laughed if any one had said that little Du ChaiLlu would 
one day go into unknown countries, where no white man 
had been before, and there spend the best days of his life, 
and be, as his fathers of old were, 9, chevalier errant, 

I remembered my two tiny little black ponies which 
my father had given me, and how kind he had been to 
me, and I also remembered my good nurse, Eosce. My 
heart was sore and heavy, and I could not help thinking 
of the happy days gone by; for I was but three-and- 
twenty, with the world still bright before me, when I was 
thus sick and lonely. 

The stars peered through the dark foliage of the 
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forest trees. How beautifal and bright they looked, 
reminding me of the heavens whither our spirits go ! I 
thought of my mother, and where she might be, and 
wondered if she could see me as I lay alone in that dark 
forest, under the big tree. I remember how I said, Oh, 
my mother, my heart is sore and weary, I want to come 
to thee ! 

Such were often my thoughts when lying so ill under 
the big tree. I knew not if I should see the morrow. 
So I prayed God to care for me. 

One day, after feeling so sad, I went to sleep : when I 
awoke my Bakalai men had returned from the hunt and 
were watching over me, and I felt relieved. God had 
taken care of me. Days went by, and I regained slowly 
my strength ; my men went out hunting and brought me 
game, the women of the country went out fishing and 
brought me fish, the people brought me food. None of 
them wanted their Ntangani to die. They were all kind 
to mo in that far country, where they might have^killed 
and plundered me. 

I shall always remember Quengueza. I do love old 
Quengueza; nor shall I ever forget old Anguilai, the 
Bakalai chief who, when I was so ill, gave the only goat 
ho had for me to eat, to make me strong, he said. It was 
the goat that he had laid by for a wife. 
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Good Obindji was not behindhand in kindness, and I 
shall never forget friends Querlaouen and Malaouen, and 
I often hope that we may meet again. I wish they could 
know that I often think of them, and that I have a heart 
fall of gratitude for all their kindness to me. 

I began now to get stronger and stronger, and was soon 
able to go about mth my gun. How glad I was to be 
again able to shoot gorillas, and make collections of 
curious animals and birds, to bring with me to New York, 
and show them to my friends, and tell them how hard I 
had worked to collect them ! 

I shall never forget that, one day as I lay ill under 
that big tree, I spied an enormous snake folded among 
the branches of another tree not far olT from me. My 
attention had been drawn to that tree by the cries of a 
squirrel. I wished some of my men had been with me 
to kill it, so that I might have something nice to eat, 
though I was not very hungry; but there was no man 
with me, only three women who were taking care of me. 
I was not strong enough to take my gun. I was so weak 
that I did not mind having the snake so close to me. 

I will tell you what that squirrel and that snake were 
doipg. 

The snake was charming the poor little squirrel. How 
nice the squirrel was I how beautiful his little tail ! how 
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bla«k and bright seemed his little eyes I His little feet 
were moriiig onward toward the snake ; his little tail was 
up, and he chippered as ho advanced toward certain death. 




The snake was still as death, not one of his folds conld 
have been seen moTing. How black and shin^ the ugly 
creature was, and what a contrast with the green leaves 
of the trees ! Fart of his body was coiled on a limb of 
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the tree. How fixedly he looked at the squirrel I His 
head was triangular, and he belonged to that family of 
snakes that spend the greatest portion of their time on 
trees. This was one of a very venomous kind. I wished 
I had been strong enough to take my gun, and kill the 
serpent, and so save the life of the little squirrel. 

Nearer and nearer the squirrel came ; louder and louder 
were his chipperings; he tried to run away, but could 
not. At last he came within a foot of the snake. There 
was a pause ; then suddenly like a flash of lightning, the 
snake sprung: the poor little squirrel was in the folds of 
the ugly reptile, and soon I saw his body gradually dis- 
appearing into its inflated mouth, and the broken silence 
of the forest resumed its sway. 






f 




CHAPTEE XXI. 

WITCHCRAFT — ACCUSATION OP PENDE — RESULT OP 9IS TRIAL. 

AE is looming on the banks of the Ovenga. 

Witchcraft is at the bottom of the trouble. 

The Bakalais have met from every vale and 
from every hill, and chiefs and elders and warriors have 
come to ask for the head of Pend^. I am alone of all my 
race in this turmoil. 

Pend6 was a younger brother of King Obindji, and was 
himself the chief of a village. Pende was disliked by 
everybody. The fearful accusation which the Bakalais 
brought against him was this. Pend^ was said to have 
stolen the bones of dead persons in the forest, and to^ve 
made a fetich with them, which fetich was to keef^'^liiie 
away from a particular village. Pende was an aniemha 
(a wizard) ; for who ever heard of men who went and stole 
human bones and kept them, that were not sorcerers? 
Pende's ways were strange and mysterious. People could 
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not understand them, and lie must be killed. Obindji 
being the eldest brother, they called on him to issue an 
order for the killing of Pende. 

Obindji must give up his brother. Quengueza being 
in the country, the discussion took place before him. 
Quengueza and I stood on two stools in the midst of the 
two opposite camps. One camp demanded Pende's life, 
while the people of the other said Pend^ was not guilty 
of what he had been accused. Hence thes6 latter were 
unwilling to deliver him to be killed. 

With the exception of Quengueza, every man there was 
armed to the teeth. They were all covered with fetiches 
and war- charms ; they were painted in all sorts of fantastic 
colours. How ugly many of them looked ! how devilish, 
how bloodthirsty many of them seemed to be ! (jod, 
kow kind thou art ! Thou makest the rain fall on the evil 
and on the good ; thou makest the dew of heaven fall on 
the poisonous plant and on the plant that feedeth man. 
Still, in despite of the blood-thirstiness of these people, 
in despite of their superstitions and horrid customs, now 
and then the better nature of man would get possession of 
them, and their hearts were susceptible of better feelings. 

So a man of the name of Mashamamai came forward. 
He was thin and wiry, tall and slender ;. his features were 
sharp, his eyes sunken, his cheeks somewhat prominent, 
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and his filed teeth showed themselves every time he opened 
his mouth to speak. His body was tattooed all over ; he 
wore round the waist a leopard's belt, which he himself 
had entrapped and killed; a necklace of leopard's and 
gorilla's teeth ; on his side hung a huge war-knife. His 
eyebrows were painted yellow; on his forehead there 
was a broad white mark, while one of his cheeks was 
painted red, and the other yellow. He certainly had 
succeeded in his attempt to look horiid. 

He began in a Jiollow, sonorous voice, and said — 
" Bakalai, people among us have been dying. Where is 
Aqualai? he is gone. Where is Anguilai? he is gone. 
Where are Djali and Eatenou, our great hunters ? they 
are gone. Where is Olenda ? Where are the people of 
our once large clan ? They have all gone, to come no 
more to us. How is this ? For they were well before 
death got hold of them, and they could not have died 
unless people had bewitched them. Where are our 
women who once danced and sang for us, who went on 
our plantations, who gave us food, who went fishing and 
gave us fish, and who bore children to us ? They, too, 
have gone. The forest is full of dead men's bones. How 
could this be, unless we have sorcerers among us ?" 

The whole crowd of the two camps shouted with one 
accord, " How could men die unless they are bewitched ?" 
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The dread of death was on the face of all; their eyes 
became wild, and they sought revenge, for none of them 
wanted to die. "There would be no death without 
aniemba,^^ they all shouted ; " without aniemha there would 
be no sickness." A little more, and the frenzied crowd of 
the two camps would have rushed forward and cut poor 
Pende to pieces. The speaker who was speaking was 
considered one of their most powerful orators. He went 
on to say that he had had a dream — ^many others had the 
same dream — it was that Pende had gone into the woods 
and stolen men's bones. Yes, he was sure of it, for his 
dreams could not lie. They all shouted on the accuser's 
side, " Our dreams cannot lie I They must be true. It 
must be so. Pende has gone into the forest, and stolen 
men's bones to make a monda fetich to kill us, and to 
prevent trade from coming to us." Then a dead silence 
followed. Pende came forward, and in a loud voice said, 
" No, I have never done such a thing — I am not a wizard. 
I will drink the nriboundou if I am accused of being one." 
He was sure he was not one — ^he would not die, and he 
would make them give him plenty of slaves for having 
insulted him. He had never taken in his hands any 
human bones. There were wizards, but he was not one 
of them. He wanted them to live long — ^he wanted them 
to kill plenty of elephants, to marry plenty of wives, to 
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have plenty of children, and a great number of slaves ; 
he was not jealous of them. Their dreams were false. 
He could never wish such evil things upon them. On the 
contrary, somebody was jealous of him, and wanted the 
people to kill him, so that they might divide his wives 
and slaves, a^d take his spear and his gun. 

Pende's speech produced a good effect, especially as he 
was backed by a strong force. All the time he addressed 
himself to King Quengueza, who was seated, sedate and 
stately, and at whose side stood his (organa) idol. I was 
listening in wonder, astonished at this strange spectacle. 
Quengueza got up, and in a short time the palaver was 
over, and, in order to have peace, Pende had to give away 
three slaves to the three chief accusers. But Pende was 
suspected of being a wizard, and when once the suspicion 
of being such an awful evil heing takes possession of the 
people, it never wears out of their minds. So, a short 
time after, poor Pende was again accused of witchcraft — 
of having bewitched a man who had died. Obindji him- 
self got afraid of his brother, and Pend^ was killed, and 
his body was thrown in the river, after having been cut 
into more than a hundred pieces. 



■^^"^^^s^ 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

GORILLA UUNTING— PREPARATIONS — WE KILL A MALE GORILLA — 

BRINGING HIM TO CAMP. 

E are merry. Our camp has been built ; we are 
in a country where elephants, gorillas, leopards, 
and wild boars are abundant. There are also 
antelopes and gazelles, and other wild anim^als. 

We are seated round the fire and talking of to-morrow, 
for we are going hunting. 

We . are far away from any village of the Ashankolo 
Mountains, and are near the Ovenga River. Our little 
canoe that took us there we have hidden in the forest. 
We are not very far from the land called Kanga Niare, 

There was Malaouen, the Bakalai hunter ; there was 
Querlaouen, another savage who knew not what fear was. 
There was Gambo, the son of an Ashira chief, who was not 
behind any one in courage. Elephants, gorillas, and 
leopards had been killed by him, and he was the nimblest 
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fellow I ever saw. To each I had given a present of a 
nice gun, to each I had given also a keg of powder and 
several flints. We were all very good friends, everybody 
said so in the country. They were, they said, the good 
friends of the spirit. 

Before we had started their wives had loaded our caoioe 
with provisions. They had put sugar-cane in it for me, 
saying I must eat it on my return from the chase, when 
I should feel tired. We had two little Bakalai boys to 
take care of our camp, to fetch fire-wood, and to cook our 
food. The only fear we had was that the Bakalai of the 
interior might come upon us on the sly and shoot some of 
us, but then we were far away from them. We all swore 
that if any one of us was killed we would avenge him. 

The night came, the fires were kept bright, our meal of 
plantain was cooked, and I roasted on charcoal a piece of 
wild boar which friend Querlaouen had given me. Our 
guns were as clean and bright as buttons, the powder was 
safe, the bullets were right, and we were to have a jolly 
time. I went to sleep, and dreamed of whole herds of 
elephants being slaughtered, of gigantic gorillas being 
killed, of new animals being discovered. 

Before daylight we were awake; my men cut their 
hands and made them bleed, in order, they said, to steady 
them. They also covered themselves with fetiches, to be 
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protected from the evil spirits, and to have luck in the 
chase. 

I blackened my face and hands with charcoal mixed 
with oil, so that I might look like them. We looked at 
onr gnns, nnloaded them, and then reloaded, and saw 
everything was right. It was daylight when we started, 
and for the first day it was agreed that we should go 
gorilla hunting. 

We had come to a country where we knew that gorillas 
were sure to be found, for there grew a pulpy pear-shaped 
fruit, the tonda, of which the animal is very fond. It 
grows almost upon a level with the ground, and is of a 
splendid red colour. Not only were gorillas fond of the 
tonda, but I myseK liked it very much, as did also the 
negroes. I am very fond of the subdued and grateful 
acid of this fruit. The kind that grows on the sandy 
prairies of the sea-shore is not fit to eat. Many and 
many times I should have starved in the forest without 
the tonda. 

We were not mistaken, for we found everywhere go- 
rilla marks, and now and then we could see the huge 
foot-prints of some old monster, which probably would 
have come and offered us battle if he had been near at 
hand; at other places we saw where they had seated 
themselves and been eating the tonda. At another place. 
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near a little stream, we discovered that a female gorilla 
•and her baby had been drinking, for I could see the tiny 
feet of the little one. 

" There must be gorillas not far ofl^" whispered Ma- 
laouen into my ears, and at the same time he looked care- 
fully at his gun. Querlaouen and Gambo gave a chuckle, 
and looked at Malaouen and at me. We all listened in 
silence ; we were then in one of the thickest and densest 
parts of the forest ; all was apparently still, but the quick 
ear of Malaouen had detected something, had heard a 
noise, and he wanted to know the cause of it. 

We were so excited that our breathing was loud and 
distinctly audible. We were all close together and did 
not move. We at once cocked our guns, for we heard the 
moving of branches just ahead of us, when lo 1 the forest 
resounded with the terrific roar of the gorilla, which made 
the very earth fairly shake under our feet. As soon as the 
gorilla saw us he stood up, and beat his chest with his 
powerful hands, until it resounded like an immense bass 
drum. His intensely black face was something horrid to 
behold ; his sunken deep grey eyes looked like the eyes 
of a demon, and he opened his mouth and gave vent to 
roar after roar, showing his powerful canine teeth. How 
big they were 1 they were frightful to look upon ; the 
inside of his mouth was ^0 red. 
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'■ It was a male gorilla, a real fighting fellow, and was 
not a£raid of ns. How horrid he looked as the hair on 
the top of his head twitched up and down, and as he 
made the woods ring with his awfal roar until the forest 
was full of the din I 

< We stood in silence, gun in hand, and I was ready to 
fire, when Malaouen, who is a cool follow, said, " Not yet.'* 
The monster, according to them, was not near enough. 
He stopped for a minute or so, and then seated himself 
for his legs did not seem well adapted to support his 
huge body. The gorilla looked at us with his evil grey 
eyes, then beat his breast with his long, powerful, and 
gigantic arms, giving another howl of defiance. How 
awful was that howl I He then advanced upon us. Now 
he stopped, and, though not far ofi^ they all said, " Not 
yet." I must own to having been somewhat accustomed 
to see gorillas. I was terribly excited, for I always felt 
that, if the animal was not killed, some one of us would 
be killed. 

I now judged he was not more than ten or twelve yards 
from us, and I could see plainly the ferocious and fiendish 
face of the monstrous ape. It was working with rage ; his 
huge teeth were ground against each other, so that we 
could hear the sound; the skin of the forehead was 
moved rapidly back and forth, bringing a truly devilish 
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expression upon the hideous face ; tlien once mora he 
opened his mouth and gare a roar which seemed to shake 
the woods like thunder, and, looking us in the eyes and 




heating his breast, advanced again. This time ha was 
within eight yards fiom us before he stopped again. My 
breath was growii^ short with eicitement as I watched 
the huge beast. Malaouea said " Steady," as he came tip. 



196 WILD LIFE UNDER THE EQUATOR. 

When lie stopped, Malaonen said " Now ;" and before he 
could ntier the roar for which he was opening his month, 
three mnsket balls were in his body, and he fell dead 
almost without a straggle. Grambo had not fired ; he had 
kept his gon in reserve in case of accident. " Do not fire 
too soon. If you do not kill him he will kill you," ^said 
friend Malaouen to me — a piece of advice which I found 
afterward to be literally true. It was a huge beast, and a 
very old one indeed. Gorillas vary in height like men. 
This one was over five feet six inches. Its arms spread 
out seven feet two inches. Its bare, huge, brawny chest 
measured fiffcy inches round ; and the big toe or thumb of 
it-s foot measured nearly six inches in circumference. Its 
arm seemed only like an immense bunch of muscle, and 
its legs and claw-like feet were so well fitted for grabbing 
and holding on, that 1 did not wonder that the negroes 
believed that this animal concealed itself in trees, and 
pulled up with his foot any Uving thing, leopard, ox, or man, 
that passed beneath. There is no doubt that the gorilla 
could do this, but that he does, I do not believe. They 
are ferocious and mischievous, but not carnivorous. 

Though you see by the description I have giv^ you 
that the animal is large, I have killed others much larger, 
about one of which I will speak to you. 

The face of this gorilla was entirely black. The vast 
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chest, which proved his great power, was bare, and 
covered with a parchment-like skin. Its body was 
covered with grey hair, the hair being longer on the arms. 

Though there is much dissimilarity between this animal 
and man, I never kill one without having a sickening 
realization of the horrid human likeness of the beast. 
This was particularly the case to-day, when the animal 
approached us in its fierce way, and walking on its hind- 
legs and looking us boldly in the face, seemed to me like 
an incarnate fiend. 

I stuffed and preserved its skin and skeleton, and a 
few years ago many of you saw them in New York or 
Boston. 

I was delighted that we had killed a gorilla. We had 
the greatest trouble in bringing the beast to the camp. 
We had to disembowel him on account of his weight, in 
order to carry him. We cut a long pole, and then tied 
its body on it. Then at one end there was Querlaouen, 
and at the other Gambo and Malaouen, while I took the 
lead, and so we returned by the way we had come. That 
gorilla must have weighed between three and four hundred 
pounds. 

You might ask how we could find our way back in 
this immense forest, where the trees are so thick and 
close together. I will tell you. 
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As we advanced, we bent down or broke the bongbs 
d trees .which we passed. If a&aid of making a noise, 
we quietly took the leaves, and as we went on we spread 
them on the ground, but above all, we noticed everything, 
especially the trees, and it is wonderful how quick one 
acquires this habit of observation. Yet, despite all this, 
now and then people get lost, but it is generally because 
they have not been careful enough, and have not followed 
the rules of which I have told you. 

On the hunting grounds the Bakalai seemed to know 
every inch of ground, every tree and shrub. 

At last we reached the camp. How glad we were! 
It was almost dark, and we were very tired ; the two 
boys welcomed us and cooked our evening meaL Tre- 
mendous fires were lighted, and my three fellows lay 
flat on the ground, the soles of their feet almost touching 
the fire. It is wonderful how by doing this they rest 
them, and cure the soreness which a long march occa- 
sions. 

I do not know how, but we all fell asleep without 
knowing it, leaving the boys to keep watch ; and when 
I awoke during the night Gambo was snoring in a most 
fearful manner, Malaouen had almost his back in the fire 
and did not feel it, while the position of Querlaouen was 
something laughable, his arms being extended their full 
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length ; for he lay on his back, while his big fetich was 
resting on the middle of his chest ; his gun lay by his 
«ide, and one of his knees was up, while the other limb 
was stretched out to its fall length. All three carried on 
a little snoring musical concert, but that evening Grambo 
certainly carried off the palm for noise. I did not want 
to awake the good fellows, for they had worked hard, and 
we intended to have another tremendous hunt, for we 
designed to kill a leopard if possible. I told the boys to 
go to sleep, and I myself kept watch. It was soon four 
o'clock in the morning, and the singing of the grey par* 
tridge, a new species which I discovered, soon warned 
me that another day was about to begin/ 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

IN THE BUFFALO COCNTBT — THE PABADISE OF FLIES — THE TABI0U8: 

SPECIES. 

OW, though we have not left our hunting ground^ 
of the preceding chapter, we have moved to- 
ward the Ovenga Biver, and have built our 
camp not far from its ^ore. We are now really in th& 
heart of Kanga-Niar^, the name which Quengueza people 
give to the land. Niar6 means buf^o, but I have for- 
gotten the meaning of Kanga. 

We have changed our camp, for Malaouen was fearful 
that some of our guns might have been heard by the 
warlike Bakalais of the Ashankolo; and as their clan& 
had had some trouble with them, he was afraid that they 
might come in ambush and shoot some of us. This, of 
course, was not a very pleasant prospect. These Bakalai 
are so ^treacherous that they are capable of anything ; 
they Mil without warning any one that comes in their 
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way, whatever they may be, even women, children, or 
old men. 

As we worked hard all day we could not keep watch 
all night, so we had concluded to move. 

Our little camp is pleasantly situated on the edge of 
the forest in front of a beautiful little prairie. There 
are several of these, and rambling about I saw that traces- 
of wild buffaloes were abundant. I had not tasted buf- 
falo for a long time, and I thought it would be a nice 
thing if I could kill one. 

Querlaouen, Gambo, and Malaouen had been feasting 
on gorilla meat, though I had not. Not only had they 
feasted on it, but they had smoked a good deal of it to 
take back with them. 

The first day we kept quiet. The soil was sandy, 
the grass was very luxuriant, growing at least two feet 
high. The sun is very oppressive in these clear spots or 
little prairies. We were tormented terribly by flies; 
the country of the Ovenga seems to be the paradise of 
flies. During the day they often wear a man's life out. 
They sting you, they suck your blood, and they plague 
you beyond expression. 

As for mosquitoes, they were swarming at this time 
of the year, and I would defy any one to sleep at night 
without mosquito-nets, unless his skin were bullet proo^ 
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or as hard as the skin of an elephant or hippopotamus ; 
and as mine was not, I always carried with me a net 
made of the grass-cloth of the interior. 

Three of these day-flies might have almost been called 
the three plagues ; in fact, in these parts there was al- 
ways some kind of insect to annoy one. '■ 

Early in the morning, just at sunrise, the igooguai 
makes its appearance, and only disappears when the sun 
becomes too warm, as it does toward nine or ten o'clock. 
The igooguai is a small, almost imperceptible gnat, which 
appears in incredible numbers in the morning in certain 
regions. From ten o'clock it is seen no more till four, 
when its operations are recommenced, and last till sunset. 

It is a very, very small fly, which can hardly be 
noticed; it might be called a sand-fly, and a dreadful 
little creature it is. In some regions it is found in such 
great numbers that it is almost impossible to secure quiet 
in the morning, hence the people have to surround them- 
selves with smoke to drive them away; and one must 
remain in his hut, which must be filled entirely with 
smoke, in order to be free from them. If I stood still 
outside for a while, my face and hands were covered 
with them. After they have fed themselves their bodies 
become almost of a blood colour. You have hardly 
killed one hundred on your hand or face, when a few 
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minutes after the same number is found. Of course you 
cannot kill them one by one, so the only way is to pass 
your hand right over them all on your face. My un- 
protected skin was covered then with little red spots as 
if I had the measles. 

I really cannot tell you how these igooguai troubled 
me ; sometimes they almost made me crazy. They are 
most determined blood-suckers, leaving a bite which itches 
terribly and for a considerable time. They are only found 
in open places generaUy. 

The heat of the sun had hardly driven the igooguai out 
of the field, and obliged them to take shelter in the forest 
or somewhere else (for during the heat of the day they 
do not trouble any one), than the flies — which we might 
call the three plagues — the iboco, the nchouna, and the 
ibolaiy began to make their appearance. These are quiet 
in the morning, and remain so imtil the sun has warmed 
the atmosphere, [^then they begin to buzz around the 
people ; hence, as you see, there was no peace for poor 
me. I had hardly got i^id of one kind of the igooguai 
when I got into the hands of these three other suckers by 
way of a change.* 

In certain regions, from eleven o'clock till three, I cer- 
tainly thought I should lose my senses, especially when 
living on the banks of rivers. The most dreaded of all^ 
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and the most savage of these three species of flies, is the 
iboco, I shall never forget the iboco as long as I live. I 
have been stung too many times by them to forget it. A 
hot day, and under a powerful sun, these insects attacked 
us with a terrible persistency that left us no peace. 

The iboco is a large fly of the size of a hornet, with 
yellow body and a large green head ; it flies with a won- 
derful rapidity ; and when it wiuits to rest on somebody, 
it whirls round and round so rapidly that the eyes become 
quite bewildered, and in the wink of an eye they rest oa 
the bare back of some poor negro, and give a sting which 
draws often from him a cry of anguish. There is always 
great rejoicing when an iboco is killed. They are very^ 
plentiful in the regions of the Ovenga Eiver ; indeed, I 
have never seen them in such great numbers anywhere 
else. They like to be by the water and in open places. L 
have never seen them except in the clearings. 

Many and many times have I started as if stung by a 
scorpion or centipede, when it was nothing but an iboco, 
whose bill had gone through two or three of my garments* 
Their bite is quite as painful as that of a scorpion, but 
happily it is not venomous, and the pain does not last 
long; but its sharpness makes up for the shortness of 
its duration. Often the blood has run down my face or 
arm, from their savage attacks, and even the well-tanned 
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fildn of the negroes is punctured till it bleeds, so that one 
would almost think that a leech had been at work on 
them. 

The nchouna has quite another sort of tactics. It is 
not so large as the iboco, is far more sly, and is also 
found in greater numbers. If the iboco were as nume- 
rous as the nchouna, the people would surely not be able 
to live in the regions of the Ovenga. The nchouna is 
somewhat of the shape of our common flies, but of at least 
twice the size ; it is of a yellowish colour, and perhaps 
more elongated, resembling very much the tsetche of 
Southern Africa, of which species it may be a variety. 

As one is seated, he sees several nchounas flying in a 
quiet way round about him. They are very sly, and the 
least movement one makes sends them off. As they fly 
around one they do not appear as if intent upon an attack ; 
but before you know it, the fly has come, and in such a 
gentle way that you do not notice it at all, for they insert 
their bill very gently into your body. They will stay 
until they have sucked your blood and filled themselves 
with it, and generally I never knew of their attack till I 
felt the itch which follows the bite when the fly has gone. 
Then this is followed by a little painful swelling. The 
itching begins, and lasts often for several hours, especially 
if the fly has been disturbed before its full allowance has 



306 WILD LIFE UNDER THE EQUATOR. 

been taken. In the height of the rainy season in the 
country of the 07enga no day passed without my being 
bitten several times by the nehouna. 

The negroes usually have a little broom, made of the 
stem of the leaves of certain trees, to keep off this insect ; 
often the taU of an elephant is used for the same purpose. 

The third species, I remember well, is called ibolai. 
It is an insect twice as large as our common house-fly. 
The wings cross each other. This fly is black, more 
elongated than the nchouna, and quicker on the wing ; its 
sting is long, and strong enough to pierce the thickest 
clothes one can wear in the heat of an African summer. 
The sting is so terribly sharp that I have often jumped up 
with the sudden pain, which was as if a pin had been 
stuck savagely into my person ; but the bite of this insect, 
if painful, does not last like that of the nchouna. You 
need not think for a moment that the day is over with the 
flies, and that one is going to rest. Toward four o'clock, 
when the sun begins to go down, and lies hidden back of 
the hills, the iboco, nchouna, and ibolai disappear. The 
igooguaiy as I have said before, again makes its appearance 
to plague and annoy ; towards sunset they retire for parts 
unknown to me, and several varieties of mosquitoes make 
their appearance, to remind man that he is made of flesh 
and blood. In some parts of the country they are very 
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plentiful, and absolately terrible, but I am happy to eay 
that oa the banka of the Ovenga, where the fiies I have 
described to yoTi are very abundant, the moequitoes are 
not so very munerons. The rainy season is the time when 
all those flies aie most abundant; the dry season is nearly 
free from them, and in many places they then become 
almost unknown. 

Such is, I assure you, a faithful picture of the flies of 
that region. The best way to get rid of them is to keep 
in motion. If you stand still they are sure to come upon 
you. 

Ton will ask yourselves, How can people live in such 
a country? It is wonderful how one gets accustomed to 
snakes, ants, flies, mosquitoes, scoipions, and centipedes. 
To he sure, they are not pleasant companions. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

ELKPHAST PITS — ^A GAFTITS — UIVIDUIG THE XKAT — THE ALETHB 

GA8TA5EA. 

lUEBLAOUEN, Malaonen, and their wives and 
children, and all their families, which amomited 
to about forfcy people, had worked hard at 
digging elephant pits, of the same shape as those I have 
described to yon in " Stories of the Grorilla Conntrj," and 
which I saw in the cannibal conntry. The pits had been 
covered with branches of trees, while others were not for 
elephants to fSeJl into. Often when they roam at night, 
before they know it, down they are. A great work it 
most have been to dig them ; they were about fifteen feet 
deep, perfectly perpendicular, and about eight or ten feet 
in length, and six feet broad. 

Hawms had also been fixed, such as I have described to 
you while among the cannibals, in a preceding volume. 
These were about ten or fifteen feet long ; and at a dis- 
tance of about a foot apart, there were huge sharp-pointed 
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iron spikes about six or eight inches in length. Each of 
these hanous must have weighed several hundred pounds ; 
and as they fell from a great height, the weight falling on 
an elephant's spine must be very great, and more than 
sufficient to break it. 

So, passing through these tangled forests, we had to be 
very careful, in order not to fall into pits, or to have a 
hanous fall upon our heads ; for in that case you would 
never have heard from me again. Malaouen knew exactly 
where these pits were. 

We were going through the forest with the greatest 
care, thinking that we might meet gorillas, among which 
might be one of those lone fierce males. 

Suddenly we heard a noise in the distance. We list- 
ened. What could it be? Malaouen's quick ear soon 
detected that an elephant had been caught either by a 
hanou, or that he had fallen into the pit. We listened, to 
make sure of the direction the noise came from. We 
looked most carefully at our guns, to make sure that we 
could fully depend upon them, and then set out for the 
place where we suspected the huge beast was lying pros- 
trate. 

As we approached the spot, the moans of the elephant 
became louder and louder, and we at last fell into its track, 
which we followed, our direction being thus clearly indi- 

p 
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ciitcd. At length wo camo to tho pit. How careful we 
wore in appniaching it, and what a sight met onr ejes! 
1 oinio trembling on its brink, for fear that the earth 
wimbl give way and precipitate me into the pit where 
the poor elephant was. What a sight met my eyes as I 
loolvid down ! Tho bottom of tho pit was filled with a 
black mnss, which I recognized to be an elephant ; the 
earth around was saturated with its blood. The poor 
creature was not dead. In its fall its ponderous weight 
had broken its four legs, and one of its magnificent tnsks 
had been dashed to pieces ; its head was all bleeding, and 
its trunk now and then moved up and down. The agonies 
of tho poor creature were great. I was glad that we had 
como to end tho suiferings of the poor beast. 

So we raised our guns and fired right into its ear. 
Malaouen's gun gave a fearful recoil that almost knocked 
him down. I thoiight it had burst. All became silent. 
Tho elephant's ears and trunk dropped down, there was 
no more moaning ; death had done its work. 

Like almost all tho people of his tribe, he carried an 
axe with him ; a creeper was cut down, and tied to a tree 
near by to serve as a ladder, and Malaouen dropped down 
into the pit. He hod thrown his axe first, and then 
descended ; and as he stood on the elephant, how small 
he looked by the size of the huge beast I Then he cut 
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L ivliicli is made of rerj coarse and very 
Kending in a tnft, and came up again, 
3 set oat for the camp, and next 

i t^iread, we were received with 

fdi jcy. They were going to have a 

t going to have plenty of elephant 

idten were also glad. I can assure 

mt forms a large mass of flesh, and 

btell fill a butcher's shop. Then the 

Vnoighbonring village, not hx from 

had been killed.- I was qnite 

riiiimla are not plentifdl in the region 

'ligod to believe the report when I 

.I'll y-RQt tails of the elephants. One 

"1. and a splendid thing it was to 

I. and the iboco flies. 

.n when the ceremonial dance 

. which precedes the division 

i'his a thank-offering to two 

', who seem to have a presiding 




Hitry called Ashira, of which I will 
tor, was leading tho ceremonies. I 
iiiMt it often at home, that the prophet 
p 2 
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gEtins in repute tto furthei he trsTeU from home. In- 
Gomnbi, Quenguoaa's village, a Bakalai doctor wm held 
in high repat«. In Biagauo, a Gomnhi doctor was chief 
of all ihe prophote. Here, among Uie Bakalai, only an 
Aahira doctor was thonght worthy of performing the 




The Aahira doctor of conrae wae covered vith all sorts 
<^ fetiches. Ho had painted his body, in order to impress 
hie audience with his great power, and everything he did 
was done in a myaterions manner. 

They had three pieces, cut from the hind-qoarters of 
the elephants, boiling in large pots. Aroond these they 
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danced, while the Ashira doctor chanted praises and peti- 
iions to Mondo and Olombo. 

A piece was cut off and sent into the woods to appease 
ihe hunger of these deities (or, more likely, of their 
representatives,' the leopards, or the bashikouay, or hyenas), 
and then the rest was eaten by the people, all in the 
presence of the doctor* 

Next came the division of the great heaps of uncooked 
meat. The. town, the town's friends, the hunters, the 
hunters' friends and their friends, all came and got shares. 
I received about fifty pounds for myself, then besides 
I had a piece of the trunk, and four of the feet were 
given to me. These, by the way, must have weighed 
more than fifty pounds by themselves. 

As soon as I went back to my place I got an orcHa and 
smoked my meat, which I intended to keep, as we say, 
for a rainy day, that is, for a day when I should have 
nothing to eat. 

I do not know why, but for a few days after the killing 
of the elephants the country was full of bashikouays. 
I could scarcely move anywhere without falling in with 
these fellows, and their bites were, as usual, very severe. 
They had no doubt smelt the elephant flesh, and claimed 
their shares. I noticed that there was a curious little 
bird with these bashikouays, the Alethe castanea. This 
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in a beautiful bird, which follows or precedes these 
boHhikouays, and foods on the insects that fly away front 
tlio ants ; it is a now species. They fly in small flocks, 
and follow industriously the bashikouay ants in their 
xnarchos about the country. The birds eat insects ; and 
wliou the bashikouay army routs before it the frightened 
grasHlioppers and booties, this bird, like a regular camp* 
follower, pounces on the prey and carries it ofi^ 

The natives have some superstitions about this bird^ 
and it is said by them to have a devil in it. For what 
reason they say so I could not And out. 

My old enemies the snakes were also quite abundant^ 
and as we pushed through the woods we often saw several 
groat anacondas hanging from a projecting bough, waiting 
their prey. I shot a little bird, a very curious one, 
wliich, in its fall, lodged among some vines. I was 
anxious to got it, and began to climb up after it. Just 
as I was reaching out for my bird, a snake, belonging to 
one of tlio most venomous kinds found in these woods, 
atuok out his head at me from the thick vine foliage. I 
was very much startled, and dropped down to the gi-ound 
^vithout any loss of time. 1 could almost feel the reptile's 
breath against my face. It was a great scare. People do 
not get over snake bites very easily, and I am sure you 
are not astonished that I was frightened. 




CHAPTER XXV. 

A DESEBTED TILLAGE — PEAB OP DEATH— WABS BETWEEN VILLAGES 

— AFBICAN WILD BOAB — THE HUNT. 

HAVE just arrived in a deserted village ; there 
was not a soul to be seen. There wad nothing, 
absolutely nothing, to remind us of living man, 
except the abandoned huts. How sad everything looked 
all around! The plantain trees were growing back of 
the huts, and young bunches of plantains were gracefully 
hanging down from them. 

Even the little Sycobii birds had left, and only their 
deserted nests on the trees testified that once they had 
built their homes there. 

What had become of the people ? They had left, they 
had abandoned their village. How often I have met 
these abandoned villages in the forests of Africa, but 
especially in the regions inhabited by the Bakalais, the 
Mbondemos, the Mbishos, the Shekianis. 
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This village was situated on the broad waters of the 
Eiver Ovenga, about ninety miles south of the equator. 
As I was not afraid of evil spirits, I concluded I should 
use the huts to sleep in at night ; but there was tremendous 
opposition at first, for the men who were with me said 
it was a bewitched village; two people had died there 
within a few days of each other ; the place was not good 
to live in ; some of us would die if we remained. Poor 
creatures; though daring and brave in the hunt, how 
afraid they are of death I Hence if a man dies in a village 
there is a great commotion, if another dies the village 
must be abandoned. 

A village is scarce built, often the plantations have 
not borne fruit for the first time, when they feel impelled 
to move. Then everything is abandoned; they gather 
up what few stores of provisions they may have, and 
start off, often for great distances, to make, with tedious 
labour, a new settlement, which will be abandoned in 
turn after a few months. Sometimes, however, they 
remain for two or even three months more in the same 
place. 

Many things contribute to their roving habits, but 
first of all I have said is their great fear of death. They 
dread to see a dead person. Their sick, unless they have 
good and near friends, are often driven out of the village 
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to die in loneliness in the forest. Those Bakalai have no 
burying-ground. After a man is dead the body is thrown 
anywhere in the forest, and no more attention is paid 
to it. 

The people of these tribes are very superstitions, and 
often affcer the death of a man several friendless creatures 
are accused and condemned in a breath, and murdered 
in cold blood. Afterward the village is broken up, 
the people set up again after their wanderings, and fix 
upon some lonely spot for a new plantation and a new 
home. 

What a life this must be, to be all the while vainly 
fleeing from the dread face of death, as if such a thing 
were possible. What can stand still in the world? 
Nothing ; absolutely nothing ; constant changes are taking 
place. 

These people are of a treacherous disposition, and are 
constantly quarrelling among their neighbours. They are 
most barbarous in their mode of warfieure, in which women, 
children, and even babies are killed. Once whUe staying 
in a Bakalai village there were two women, who were 
quietly washing, and were killed and left there, until the 
people, wondering at their disappearance, looked for them, 
and found them dead. 

When war has once really broken out in the country 
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there is no rest or safety. No man or woman in any 
Tillage can take a step in any direction, day or night, 
without fear of death. They lie in ambush to surprise 
each other's villages. If they have guns, they come on 
the sly and shoot through the bark of which their houses 
are made, and kill sleeping persons ; hence no one could 
sleep for two consecutive nights at the same place. In 
passing a tree, sometimes the enemy steals in behind, and 
will spear the poor luckless man, woman, or child. They 
use every unfair means of warfjEu*e ; and the meaner the 
attack, and the greater the treachery, the moro glory they 
have won. In such times of war the fires are put out 
after dark, because they give light to the eAemy, and the 
glare of the fire makes blind those near it, while those 
who come through the darkness can see well. The people 
keep a dead silence, lest their voices should betray their 
whereabouts; the hunters are loth to hunt, for fear of 
falling into an ambush of some hidden enemies ; the 
women and slaves fear to plant, and therefore everybody 
approaches a condition of semi-starvation. This some- 
times lasts for months. At last whole districts ai-e de- 
populated ; those who are not killed desert their villages, 
to seek safety in some remote and unknown spot of the 
forest, where they think they may be safer ; hence very 
often I felt quite astonished to meet little villages far 
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ofif. Many of their villages are palisaded, and their dogs> 
keep watch. 

Yes, among such people I have lived for a long time 
when there was war in the country, and I never knew if 
by mistake they might not kill me. 

Now I have given you a slight idea of these warlike 
and treacherous Bakalai. I am happy to say that on the 
right bank of the Ovenga Quengueza has succeeded in 
preventing these wild men from making war upon each 
other's viQages. 

We have come to shoot wild boar. It is the season 
when they are very fat, for we are in the month of March, 
and I tell you these wild boars of Equatorial Africa are 
glorious eating, and are magnificent beasts to bag. 

Do not think they look like the wild boars they have 
in Europe. Nothing of the kind. It is no easy matter 
to come near enough to have a shot at these wild beasts, 
for they are exceedingly shy. 

Night came, and my fellows were so afraid of evil 
spirits, that they kept tremendous fires and kept talking 
all night, and when daylight came they felt so tired that 
they all went to sleep. This will never do, I said to 
myself, for if a man does not sleep at night he certainly 
cannot work hard in the day. 

After they awoke they came in a body, friend Malaouen 
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loading, saying that wo bad better go and make onr camp 
far away in tbo forest, for tbe plaee wbere we were was 
not good at all. I thought some of them might get ill 
through fear, so I concluded I hod better move, for the 
people would lay the blame upon me. People baye to be 
very prudent in such a wild country. 

So we moved our traps a few miles off and built our 
eamp ; this was hardly done when a storm burst upon usy 
and tho rain poured down by bucketsful, and the thunder 
and tho lightning was something terrific. It was a good 
thing that our shades wore right, for we should have been 
wot to the skin. 

Early tho next morning I shouldered my rifle and set 
off for tho wildest part of tho wood, with friends Malaouen 
and Quorlaouon, who now felt quito happy since we had 
loft tho abandoned village. The woods were pretty hard 
to go through, for tho hunting-paths had not been used 
often, for foar of tho Bakalai living in the Ashankolo. 

In this gigantic forest there is a most extraordinary 
kind of wild boar, its body being of a bright red-yellow 
colour, somewhat like that of an orange. How strange 
they look as they wander through the forest, sometimes a 
few together, at other times twenty or thirty, or even 
larger numbers I 

That morning we got into new and fresh tracks of 
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the wild boars; the earth was all uprooted by their snouts. 
I am sure they had not come to the place half an hour 
before we did, and what a havoc they had made I Wo 
followed the tracks in hot haste; soon we could hear 
their grunts, and we thought they must be numerous, by 
the noise they made. 

How to approach them was the difficult question ; for 
if there is any wild game, this is certainly one of the 
wildest sort I know. . If there had been two or three of 
them together we might not have had so much difficulty 
in approaching them; but how were we to approach so 
many without being detected ? 

So we concluded to go by a roundabout way, and try 
to get ahead of them, and then lie in ambush, waiting 
for them to pass. 

The wild boars were in a valley, where the ground was 
somewhat soft, and they would, I thought, continue to 
follow it. In the midst of this valley there was a beau- 
tiful little rivulet of clear water meandering crookedly on 
in the same uneven manner as the narrow valley itself, 
which was flanked on each side by tremendously high hills, 
covered, like the valley and all the country round, with 
gigantic trees, which bore different kinds of fruits and 
nuts. 

Then we concluded to ascend a hill close by and 
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descend in as swift a manner as we could into the imDcy 
on the other side, which was the same one in irliicii ve 
were standing : by doing so, we conld make m short cut 
and get ahead of the wild boars, and then chocne oor 

gronnd and wait for them. 

The pLm succeeded perfectly. After 
foxmd a hnge dead tree fallen on the groand. And 
it we hid onrselves. 

Soon we heard the gmnts of the wild boers i„„^^j^ 



we were delightel ; we looked at our guns, then fiied Ae 
barrels on the tnmk of the tree, raised oior heads YmasOj 
aboTe it^ and only so high that our eyes coold got s 

glimpse at the wild boars. 

Here they come ! I can see them through the jimg^ 
snorting nnconsciously, and eating what they hsTe iqp- 
rooted. How little do thev think there are such fixmid- 
able enemies clotse at hand! They came nearer and 
nearer. Then, after looking at each oth^*, as if to say. 
Is it; time "? we took steady aim, put our fingers on ike 
tri<t:i:ersw and bansj ! banir ! bani: ! our three <!uns went off 
at the same t::ne, three wild boars biting the ground^ and 
the others giving tremendous leaps. Four of them, craiy 
with fright* came rushing along, leaping over the tnmk 
of thc^ trv:e bobirLd which we were hidden, and right 
aK»ve our h-:a J<* ^Tt sjoodness ! if thev had come down 
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Tipon ns they would have completely amaehed ns. I 

turned round, fired my second Bhot, and bagged another, 

" Four wild boara are killed 1" we shouted with frantic 

jcyt 




1 animals two of them were I How big I 
The wild boars of the Block Forest in Oemtany could not 
Lave compared with them. 

This wild boar is a new species, and I have called it 
PoUmocherua aWifrons : that is to say, white-fronted. 

What strange-looking animals I They had a long 
muzzle, and on each side there was a \sago warty pro- 
tuberance half-way between the nose and the eyes. These, 
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and a singular sort of bristle, surround the eyes. The 
ears, which are long and ended in tufts of coarse hair, 
give the animal a strange expression. The bodies of. the 
boars were of the colour I have mentioned. 

On my return to the United States, in 1860, I gave a 
full description of this curious animal, and of many 
others I discovered, before the Boston Society of Natural 
History. I have always retained a pleasant recollection 
of my visit to that society, of its president. Professor 
Jeflfries Wyman, of its secretary, my friend Dr. Kneeland, 
and of many other members, who were very kind to me. 

But how to take away that meat ? We could by no 
possible means carry the meat of four wild boars. So 
myself and Malaouen were to keep watch and sleep in 
the forest, while Querlaouen would go and fetch the 
people to assist us. 

This PotamochoBrua albifrons is a great jumper. I have 
seen no antelope that could leap as it does. One day I 
saw three of them leap over the Ovenga Eiver, the dis- 
tance being thirty or forty yards. It was the dry season, 
and one of them fell into the water. The bank from 
which they sprung was much higher than the opposite 
one. 




CHAPTER XXVI. ■ 

IN THE WILD FOREST — HOSTILE TBIBES — ^AN INTBENCHED CAMP — 

FORAYS FOB PBOVISIONS. 

AM in the midst of the densest and wildest 
part of the forest, situated not far from the 
Ashankolo Mountains. 

Who are these three wild-looking men that are with 
me? 

They are Querlaouen, Malaouen, and Gambo. 

What are we doing seated on the ground, each one of us 
seeming so thoughtful ? 

We are holding a grand council. 

The country to which we have come is a very danger- 
ous one, for war is raging in the Ashankolo land ; and 
though the Ovenga Eiver lies between us and the Asl^oi- 
kolo people, and though we are at a good distance from 
them, we do not feel safe. They might come to hunt in 
this very region. The Bakalais of the Ovenga were at 

Q 
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Blonder tree, up which we conld climb and observe our 
enemies, and get a good shot at them in case we should 
be attacked ; besides this, we had made a good many loop- 
holes about seven feet above the gromid, so that no one 
outside could see through them, and before each we had 
made a high stand, from which we could fire upon them at 
our ease. 

How glad we were when it was over I We had then 
to build some huts inside for ourselves, to shelter us 
from the rain. We built roofs for these huts, which we 
covered with the bark of trees, and under it we built an 
orala, to smoke the meat we might get from the game 
we should kill. These oralas are made in the following 
manner. Four sticks about four feet in height, which are 
forked, are stuck in the ground, then cross sticks join 
these, and across them are laid quite a number of sticks. 
This orala was of course one of the most useful and 
necessary things we required. 

Then we built another shelter for myself, and how 
careful they were about this. It was a real hut, eight feet 
long, six feet broad, with walls five feet high, and the 
ridge of the roof about eight feet in height from the ground. 
There 1 slept; the powder was carefully stored, and much 
of it, together with bidlets, were buried in the ground, so 
that if any one should come when we were absent they 
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would not know where our ammunition was. My four 
men built also another hut for themselves. 

These huts were in the centre of the yard. By the 
time we had finished our camp, our plantains and our 
smoked cassada were stored away carefully ; fortunately 
the coola nut was there abundant, and we would have 
plenty to eat. 

We had three very nice dogs with us, splendid hunters ; 
besides, they would keep watch at night and warn us of 
danger. 

We had also four Ashinga nets ; each one of us had his 
own gun, and a spare gun also. 

Malaouen, Gambo, Querlaouen, and I were to hunt, 
while the boys were to attend to the firewood, and to our 
cooking, and also were to collect the wild nuts or berries 
of the forest. 

All this work was finished, and we went into the forest 
and collected a large quantity of firewood, and; I cau 
assure you that we had real hard work, and I wish you 
could have seen us. I stood on the top, and threw in the 
inside of the fort the wood that was handed to me by the 
others. 

At last a great pile of firewood was safely stored inside, 
and we could withstand a siege. A little brook rose from 
under a rock inside of our palisade, not far from one of 
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leading, saying that we had better go and make our camp 
far away in the forest, for the place where we were was 
not good at all. I thought some of them might get ill 
through fear, so I concluded I had better move, for the 
people would lay the blame upon me. People have to be 
very prudent in such a wild country. 

So we moved our traps a few miles off and built our 
camp ; this was hardly done when a storm burst upon usy 
and the rain poured down by bucketsfol, and the thunder 
and the lightning was something terrific. It was a good 
thing that our shades were right, for we should have been 
wet to the skin. 

Early the next morning I shouldered my rifle and set 
off for the wildest part of the wood, with friends Malaouen 
and Querlaouen, who now felt quite happy since we had 
left the abandoned village. The woods were pretty hard 
to go through, for the hunting-paths had not been used 
often, for fear of the Bakalai living in the Ashankolo. 

In this gigantic forest there is a most extraordinary 
kind of wild boar, its body being of a bright red-yellow 
colour, somewhat like that of an orange. How strange 
they look as they wander through the forest, sometimes a 
few together, at other times twenty or thirty, or even 
larger numbers I 

That morning we got into new and fresh tracks of 
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the wild boars; the earth was all uprooted by their snouts. 
I am sure they had not come to the place half an hour 
before we did, and what a havoc they had made ! Wo 
followed the tracks in hot haste; soon we could hear 
their grunts, and we thought they must be numerous, by 
the noise they made. 

How to approach them was the difficult question ; for 
if there is any wild game, this is certainly one of the 
wildest sort I know, s If there had been two or three of 
them together we might not have had so much difficulty 
in approaching them; but how were we to approach so 
many without being detected ? 

So we concluded to go by a roundabout way, and try 
to get ahead of them, and then lie in ambush, waiting 
for them to pass. 

The wild boars were in a valley, where the ground was 
somewhat soft, and they would, I thought, continue to 
follow it. In the midst of this valley there was a beau- 
tiful little rivulet of clear water meandering crookedly on 
in the same uneven manner as the narrow valley itself, 
which was flanked on each side by tremendously high hills, 
covered, like the valley and all the country round, with 
gigantic trees, which bore different kinds of fruits and 
nuts. 

Then we concluded to ascend a hill close by and 
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descend in as swift a manner as we conld into the vallej 
on the other side, which was the same one in which we 
were standing : by doing so, we could make a short cnt 
and get ahead of the wild boars, and then choose our 
ground and wait for them. 

The plan succeeded perfectly. ' After crossing, we 
found a huge dead tree fallen on the ground, and behind 
it we hid ourselves. 

Soon we heard the grunts of the wild boars coming; 
we were delighted ; we looked at our guns, then fixed the 
barrels on the trunk of the tree, raised our heads hardly 
above it, and only so high that our eyes could get a 
glimpse at the wild boars. 

Here they come ! I can see them through the jungle, 
snorting unconsciously, and eating what they have up- 
rooted. How little do they think there are such formid- 
able enemies close at hand! They came nearer and 
nearer. Then, after looking at each other, as if to say, 
Is it time ? we took steady aim, put our fingers on th« 
triggers, and bang ! bang ! bang ! our three guns went off 
at the same time, three wild boars biting the ground, and 
the others giving tremendous leaps. Four of them, crazy 
with fright, came rushing along, leaping over the trunk 
of the tree behind which we were hidden, and right 
above our heads. My goodness ! if they had come down 
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upon us they would have completely snutfihed hb. I 

tained round, fired my second shot, and b^ged another. 

" Foot wild boara are killed 1" we shonted with frantic 




What splendid ammale two of them were I How big ! 
The wild boars of the Black Forest in Germany could not 
have compared with them^ 

This wild boar is a new species, and I have called it 
PotamochcBTUi aSnfrtmit : that is to say, white-fronted. 

What etrange-looldng animals! They had a long 
muzzle, and on each side there was a large warty pro- 
tuberance half-way between the nose and the eyes. These, 
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Early the noxt morning Qnerlaouen and I went to see 
if our little canoe, that had carried ns np the river, and 
which wo had hidden in a little narrow creek somewhat 
remote from the main river, was still there, and also to 
see if we would not meet with strange human foot-prints, 
which might indicate the near presence of an enemy, and 
that we had been discovered. We came back perfectly 
satisfied that no one had discovered our whereabouts, and 
that our canoe was quite safe. So we returned to tell 
the news, and in the afternoon we went and set traps for 
monkeys, which were evidently somewhat abundant, as 
we could hear their chattering all day long. Querlaonen, 
besides his gun, had an axe with him, and I carried my 
huge hunting-knife. 

We came to a little spring, and felled a small tree 
across for the monkey to use as a bridge ; then not fiur 
from the end of the tree or bridge we bent a bough, at 
the extremity of which we made a ring. This ring, 
touching the bridge, was fixed in such a manner that the 
monkey would have to pass through it to go to the other 
side, and in doing so would start a spring, when the ring 
would fly up before the monkey could get through it, 
and thus the animal would be hung by the neck and 
choked to death. 

We made two of these traps. 



LOOKING FOR HONET. ajj 

Then ve ^ent and looked for wild Iionej-, but could 
not at fiist see an^ beehive in the hollows of trees. I 
had jnst made np my mind that I shoold like to have 
some honey. Brides, I wanted to get msae wax in order 
to make some candles. 




retoming to the camp 



we discovered 
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two beehives; we smoked the bees, and then took the 
honejcombs. • 

The next morning I went right to work to make wax 
with the honeycomb we had collected. After having 
boiled it and made the wax, there was a new difficulty — 
I had no wick. I had never thought of it before; of 
course I had not a bit of cotton with me, and I finally 
concluded that I would tear off the lower part of one of 
the two only shirts I possessed to make wick. Acting 
with the thought, I tore the shirt. I had a good deal 
of trouble to make these candles. First I dipped the 
whole length of the wick in the hot wax, holding each 
extremity by my hands; then I let the wax which had 
adhered to the wick get cold, and dipped again and again 
by the same process rmtil I had obtained the size of a 
candle. I succeeded in making eight candles. 

My clothes were getting very much worn ; my panta- 
loons had been mended over and over again, and were 
getting so old and rotten that I did not know what to do. 
I wanted to save a pair for the sea-shore. So I resolved 
that we should go Ashinga hunting again, and that I 
would make clothes from the skins of the wild animals 
we should capture. 

We all turned out with our Ashingas, leaving, of 
course, Njali and Nola to take charge of the premises* 



k 
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We left them the three spare guns. We took the dogs 
with us. 

We captured, in the first place, a hyena, which I 
despatched as it lay entangled in the net, with a bullet 
through the head. It uttered a fearful groan. We cap- 
tured a porcupine, which we killed with a club. Then 
we laid unsuccessfully the Ashingas three times, and I 
began to think that we would have nothing but hyena 
for dinner and supper, and no skins to make clothes with. 
We must make another trial. 

We went a long distance to haul our nets again, and 
then captured two ncheris and two nchombis. We killed 
them on the spot with clubs, and then returned home. 

I insisted on having these four animals skinned, for 
I wanted their skins to make a pair of trousers. We 
had taken off the hyena skin and left its body on the 
spot, no one fancying the meat, especially as we had 
other game to eat. 

Njali and Nola received us with open arms, but did not 
show their heads above the fence imtil they had heard 
our peculiar whistle. I was glad of our success, for 
I wanted some clothes very much. 

I dried the skins, and then tried to tan them by beating 
them, and using the bark of a certain tree. Then with 
the fibres of the leaves of the pine-apple I made some 
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thread ; and I had with me strong needles, which I used 
in preparing the skins of animals. I cut these skins in 
such a shape that I thought I would make from them 
a pretty comfortable pair of pantaloons. 

I wish you had seen me dressed in those pantaloons. 
They were very tough and hard. Then I . made a kind 
of shirt with the skin of the hyena ; that is, I joined two 
flat pieces together, left a hole for my head to pass 
through, and on each side holes for my arms. I did not 
want any sleeves. This hyena shirt was short, and only 
reached my waist. How strangely I looked, dressed in 
these long shaggy skins I . . 

Afterward we went to work, and closed with sticks 
and branches of trees a little shallow creek— almost a 
pond — ^which communicated with a larger one, in order 
to prevent the fish from going out, and thus there was a 
prospect of having plenty of fish to eat. Then, when 
this work was done, we went again in search of bee- 
hives, which are abundant in these forests. We dis- 
covered two, which were very high, and, of course, in the 
hollow of the trees. We concluded to come and smoke 
them out the next day. 

These two hives were made by two different kinds of 
bees, one very small black kind, looking almost like a 
little fiy, and the other by a bee of the size of our bees 




TSAFPim A MONKET. in 

iiL America ; the honey of the latter is excellent wlien the 
comb is white and new. 

So after all we were, I thonght, in a pretty good 
country, but nnfortnnately not very 'Bafe, on account of 
its warlike mhabitante ; hence we were always on the 
alert for fear that they might find onr whereabouts. 




The next day Quorlaouen and I, when visiting monkey- 
trapB, found that a beautiful ndova had been caught. He 
was hanging high in the air, quite dead, but the body still 
warm. It had joBt been trapped. 

Theee ndovae are most beantifol monkeys, being among 
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the prettiest I have ever seen. This was very large, and 
snch a &t one 1 The &ce of Qnerlaonen grinned with 
J07 at the thonght of the splendid feast he iras to have on 
oar return. The for is splendid. 

These ndonts are very abimdant in the fin^eta of 
A£ica, and the ^nir is of a beaatifiil darh colour. 

The great pecnliarity of the n-tiimRl ig his perfectly 
white nc«e. How strange they looh while peeping at you 
in the forest with that white spot [ They are called by 
naturalists white^ioaed monkeys. 





CHAPTEE XXVII. 

WE DISCOVEB HUMAN POOT-PRINTS — "WE SPY OUT THE ENEMY — 
A PEMALE GOBILLA — MATEBNAL FONDNESS. 

NE moming, just at daylight, Querlaouen and I, 
without saying a word to Gambo and Malaouen, 
scaled our palisade with the ladder, and went to 
look after the traps we had made for the monkeys, in 
order to see if we had caught some more. 

We were going silently into the forest, and as noise- 
lessly as we could, in the hope of seeing an antelope or 
wild boar, or some other kind of wild animal on our way. 
At last we reached the banks of a little stream, situated, 
as I judged, about six or seven miles from our camp, when 
lo ! Malaouen and I saw what threw us into a great state 
of excitement. 

Human foot-prints! 

Yes, there was no mistake about it ; there were eight 
foot-prints in the mud on the banks of the creek, and 
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these wore the marks of foni men who had been there. 
They were fresh tracks. 
Wlio wwe they ? 




Were they warlike Batalaia of the Ashankolo country f 
Were they enemies or frieuds ? 
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Querlaouen and I looked in each other's fiQ.ce without 
saying a word, and by instinct both of 11s looked most 
carefully at our guns, and we began to mistrust every 
tree around us, for some one might be hiding behind 
them, and getting ready to send a bearded spear through us. 

We did not at all like the idea of people being in our 
himting ground, but we liked still less the idea that these 
people might be our enemies. 

My pair of revolvers were in good order, and I do not 
know why, but I always felt very strong and reckless 
when I had them with the belt holding them round 
my waist, and that very morning I felt confident and 
secure. 

After consultation, we concluded that we would follow 
the foot-prints to the point they had come from, which 
we did, and at last reached a spot where we saw a small 
canoe tied to a tree. This canoe certainly did not belong 
to any people we knew, and consequently must come 
from some far village situated on the very head-waters 
of the Ovenga Eiver, and belonged no doubt to those 
savage and warlike Bakalai inhabiting that wild mountain- 
ous region. 

Our great object was to prevent them from following 
our tracks, and thus finding our camp. What was to be 
done ? 

B 
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Our foot-prints were mixed with theirs, and my shoes 
had left unmistakable marks of their heels and soles, and 
I wondered what those fellows wonld think in seeing 
them. My only hope was that they wonld be seized 
with terror, and that in those marks they might see the 
tokens of a mighty spirit. 

Close by, entering into that creek, there was a beautiful 
little rivulet of clear water, whose pebbly bed suggested, 
to me that we had better follow its course, and then make 
a short cut and find our way the best we could. 

Another idea occurred to me that Querlaouen and I 
had better ascend some tree not far off, and wait and see 
who these men really were. 

So we ascended the pebbly stream, leaving no marks 
behind us, and then made for the forest again, and pro- 
ceeded almost to the spot where the canoe was. Not fer 
off there were two short trees, the thick foliage of 
which would shelter us from any ordinary gaze, and whose 
heavy limbs would afford us comfortable rest. These 
two trees were very close together. Querlaouen ascended 
one, and I ascended the other by the help of the lianas 
and creepers which hung from their branches to the 
ground. Our guns were slung on our backs. We never 
uttered a word, but fixed ourselves as comfortably as we 
could, and in such manner that we could fire at our enemies 
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if attacked. Querlaouen looked at his gun. I did the same, 
and tlien petted my two revolvers, as if to say, " You, boys, 
are tlie good fellows for a true fight." 

We were as silent as two statues, waiting patiently for 
something to turn up. 

At last we thought we heard voices in the far distance, 
which we had at first taken for the chatter of monkeys. 
The noise came nearer and nearer, and we finally dis- 
tinguished the sound of human voices. 

I got so excited that I could hardly breathe, and every 
beat of my heart became very distinct. 

At last we saw four stalwart fellows, tattooed all over, 
covered with himting and war fetiches, armed to tlje teeth 
with spears, and two of them carried Ashinga nets, with 
which they had been hunting on a small scale, and had 
with them one gazelle (a ncheri). 

Suddenly coming to their canoe, they saw Querlaouen's 
foot-prints, which threw them into a great state of excite- 
ment, when one of them pointed to the other, my foot^ 
prints, saying, " What are those marks ? they must be the 
marks of a spirit I" They looked at them, and instantly 
an uncontrollable panic seized the four, and they rushed 
for their canoe, seized their paddles, and went down the 
stream with the utmost precipitation, as if fire and brim- 
stone were after them. 

B 2 
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In the wink of an eye they were out of sight, and 
Quorlaouen and I came down from onr trees. We had 
not been mistaken. The fellows were Bakalai of the 
Ashankolo oomitry. 

It was late in the day, and there was no hope of onr 
reaching onr fortified camp before dark. We moved to- 
ward it, and at sundown we collected fire-wood, lighted 
three tremendous piles of it, and soon had splendid fiires, 
cooked the three plantains each of ns had for onr dinner, 
and after onr meal Querlaonen and I had a grand chaL 

Qnerlaonen is a splendid fellow. I love him dearly, 
and we are sworn firiends. I fidel that if any one shonld 
try to injure or kill him I should fi^t to the death fior 
him. He is so brave, he is so kindheaited, such a noble 
specimen of a savage as we seldom see ! I wish I coold 
have only be^i able to root out of him his belief in witch- 
craft and felidies, 

QuttlaoQen th^i told me his histoiy. 

^ Chaillee^'^ said he« ^ my father belonged to a dan 
which lived in the Ashankolo Mountains, and in his 
youngi»' days had crossed a laz^ river, called the 
X^^ouyaL He was the diief of a viQage^ and a great 
warrioiT. In the oountiy whexe we lived thei« wns 
nothing but fighting ax>d fating; villa^ was against 
viUa^ and often brother i^gainst biv)iher: not a day 
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passed that some one was not killed. You know our 
mode of warfare ; we kill any one, old man, woman, or 
babe — we have no mercy. One night my father's village 
was attacked. We fought and fought, and at last repulsed 
the enemy, who iied in dismay. My father was killed, 
two sisters of mine were killed, also several other people 
of the village. Then we moved towards the banks of the 
Ovenga ; we soon came down the stream, and now I have 
grown a man, and live where my viUage is. I only wish 
you would live all the time among us. We should take 
such care of you." 

After fixing our fires we went to sleep, and early the 
next morning we made for our camp. We had hardly 
gone two^miles into the woods, when lol I heard a 
kind of chuckle which told me that a gorilla was not far 
off. 

The sound came from a densely-wooded and dark 
ravine, and from the very bottom of it. When we reached 
the place we found it to be one of those ugly bogs where 
you go knee-deep into the mud, walking on the roots of 
trees, and sometimes get stuck fast in this position. 

The gorilla was right in the midst of the bog ; it was 
a female, and at every moment we expected to see a large 
male standing before us, roaring like a demon, and asking 
us what we came to do in this dark recess of the forest, 
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where it Had made its abode with his wife, and perhaps 
his baby gorilla. 

How carefully we looked at our guns ! how watchfol 
our eyes were I We were not to be easily surprised. 
The bog was like one of the worst kind we have in 
America in the overflowed and woody land of the Western 
comitry ; only here we have creepers, thorny bushes, and 
hanging lianas, and grass that cuts like a razor. 

We entered the swamp, and went nearer and nearer the 
sound we had heard first, and came to a dry spot, when lo! 
we spied a female gorilla and her young baby. The 
baby was very small, a very dear little baby it was . to its 
mother, for she appeared, with her extremely black face, 
to look at it with great fondness. I was disarmed; I 
could not possibly fire. I seemed spell-bound, and could 
not raise my gun to fire. Yes, there was something too 
human in that female and her offspring ; it hung by her 
breast, but, unlike our babies, who have to be entirely 
supported, its little hands clutched its mother's shoulders 
and helped it to support itself. The little fellow gave a 
shrill and plaintive cry, and crawled from its mother's 
arms to her breast to be fed, and the mother lowered her 
head and looked at her offspring, and with his little fingers 
he pressed and pressed her breast, so that the milk could 
come more freely. 
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On ti sudden the mother gave a tremendous crj, and 
l)efore I knew it she had disappeared through the forest. 

I would not have missed this scene for a great deal, 
and I wish that you had all been with me to see it, for I 
know that perhaps such scenes may never be seen again 
by a civilized man ; I knew that it had never been seen 
before. The gorilla will one day disappear. A day will 
oome when he who writes these pages will have been long 
dead and forgotten, but perhaps the record of what he 
has seen may, like the record of Hanno, fall into the 
hands of some one, and it will be read like a strange 
tale. 

I have brought away, altogether, thirty-one gorilla 
«kins and skeletons. I have captured more than a dozen 
live gorillas, young ones, of course; and, altogether, I 
must have seen at different times during my twelve years' 
explorations more than three hundred of them. 
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they became very uneasy ; perhaps we had been killed 
by the Ashankolo Bakalai, or by some wild beasts. 

Grambo, looking with pride into Malaouen's fio-ce, said, 
" Did I not tell you that they would come back all safe r" 
They were washed with the chalk of the Alumbi, covered 
with their fetiches, and had gone through all sorts of 
heathen ceremonies to find out whether we were safe. 
The little wooden idol of Gambo had also been consulted. 
Gkunbo is a celebrated doctor who can tell future events ; 
and, as a proo^ he pointed us to his friend, shouting, 
" Did I not tell you that they would return safely ?" 

Both Gambo and Malaouen had been looking at us 
with keen eyes upon our arrival, to know if we had como 
with a well-provided larder, and seemed somewhat dis- 
appointed when they saw us empty-handed, for they had 
fancied us coming back with a fat monkey or a nice 
gazelle. 

There was nothing in the camp, with the exception 
of the nchombi and ncheri gazelles which we had kept 
alive, and these I did not wish to kill then. So we con- 
cluded that Gambo and the two boys should go to a 
secluded plantation belonging to Malaouen, and gather 
plantains, while Malaouen, Querlaouen, and myself would 
go hunting and try to kill a wild boar. It was the season 
when these latter were splendid eating. In the mean 
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time we would collect nuts and live npon them ; if we 
could not find these, we would then quietly starve, waiting 
for Gambo and the boys with their plantains. 

We all bade good-bye to friend Gambo, and to Njali 
imd Nola, wishing them good luck and plenty of nuts on 
the road to fill their empty stomachs ; and as they dis- 
appeared they reciprocated our wishes about the nuts, and 
we had a jolly laugh. 

After Gambo's departure we held a great council, and 
agreed 'that we had better empty the little creek we had 
dammed to prevent the fish from going out, and see if we . 
would meet with good fortune there. So we took our 
kettle with us, and everything else that could draw 
water, and started, leaving our camp entirely unprotected. 
I need not tell you that we had our guns, and plenty of 
powder, shot, and bullets. 

It was no small work to empty this creek or little 
pond, I can assure you. For hours we went on dipping 
our kettles and baskets, and throwing the water out, until 
at last the water became shallow, and we could see great 
quantities of ground fish, called niozi^ together with 
other large ones whose names I forget. These niozi are 
Bplendid little fishes, and the natives think a great deal 
of them. In the dry season a great many are caught, and 
they are smoked and kept for hard timos. 
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We made a bountiful harvest, and had to make baskets 
"with the branches of trees in order to carry our loads to 
the camp. Then we lighted fires imder our oralas to 
smoke the fish, and after cooking we ate some of them. 

We had had a grand success with the £sh, and now 
we determined to try our hands at a wild boar hunt, 
which is certainly one of the most diflScult, for the wild 
boar is very shy in these forests; but when fat, the 
animal is the nicest gcune one can kill, for the flesh is 
very savoury and delicious. 

And successful we were. Two large enormous wild 
boars were bagged, one of them by myself — a splendid 
fellow, weighing several hundred pounds. We were very 
thankful that these two fellows were killed within about 
two miles from the camp. We disemboweled them, cut 
their hind and fore quarters apart, and the rest of the body 
in large pieces, and brought the meat to the camp. We 
had to make several journeys, till I began to feel so tired 
that I wished the boar meat anywhere else, but wo must 
make hay while the sun shines. 

In the evening we had bright fires under the oralas. 
This is the way to smoke meat here : we boil the meat 
for a short time, and then put it over the fire on the 
oralas, and leave it there until it is perfectly smoked. 

What a splendid flavour, and how nice the meat would 
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have been if we could only have some plantains to eat 
with it I When is Gambo coming ? How near is he on 
the road ? Have the elephants or gorillas destroyed the 
plantation of plantain trees where they have gone ? Such 
were the questions we asked ourselves. People cannot 
live on fish and meat alone. That evening we fed on 
boar's meat, thankful for having been so successful. 

The next morning the voice, or rather the peculiar 
whistle agreed upon outside, told us that Gambo had 
come. I was the first to peep my head above the fence, 
when I saw friend Gambo and Njali and Nola loaded 
with plantain and cassada, and we gave them a grand 
hurrah of welcome. 

I wish you could have seen the face of Gambo as h& 
looked at the wild boar meat which was being smoked ; 
he was tremendously hungry, he said, as soon as he saw 
the meat. So we prepared food ourselves for them, as 
we wanted them to rest, they looked so tired. They ate 
such quantities of wild boar ! I was glad they had 
brought some Cayenne pepper with them and some 
lemons. I had son^e salt, but no one could take any 
without my permission. 

We remained in the camp all day, lying down on our 
beds of leaves, and taking naps from time to time, my 
men meanwhile smoking their pipes and telling stories* 
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• dambo swore that he saw a ghost, a real evil spirit, and 
they all believed it except myself. We had a grand 
time listening to Gambo's stories. The boys swore that 
what Gambo said was all true. They had seen the 
ghost too. 

If you could have had a peep at us, you would have 
seen us inside of our fortress by the side of a bright fire 
Toxmd our orala, enjoying and warming ourselves. Wo 
were perfectly happy ; how the men seemed to enjoy 
their smoke of tobacco I Malaouen had been collecting 
some palm wine, and each of them had had a good 
draught of the beverage — ^the empty calabash was now 
lying by their side. 

Our nchombi and ncheri were getting somewhat tame, 
and were lying on the ground not far from us. They 
had got accustomed to the fire and to ourselves. Onr 
dogs were there also ; the poor fellows had had a hard 
fare of late. 

Each one of us had one hand resting on his gun, which 
was supported by a forked stick, stuck in the ground for 
that purpose, and our hunting-bag was himg by the side 
of the gun. In our bags we had each of us a flask full 
.of powder, two or three scores of bullets, and shot of two 
or three sizes. We could seize all these in an instant, if 
^danger were to threaten us. In such a wild country 
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people must never fancy themselves secure, and must be 
always ready for any emergency, for any fighting against 
the savages, or against the attacks of the ferocious 
leopard ; and I got so accustomed to carry arms, that I 
never left my gun by itself if I went anywhere, however 
short the distance might be; my revolvers, of course, 
hanging always by my side. 

I was dressed with the clothes I had made from the 
skins of wild animals. I wish I could have gone into 
the woods like my men, that is to say, with almost nothing 
to cover them. 

If you could have had a peep at us, you would have 
seen us as I have just been describing ourselves to you ; 
and I have no doubt many of you would have been glad 
to join our party. I love to look back upon those days. 
It was a wild life indeed, one that no civilized man had 
led before me, for no one had ever gone into such a 
country. 

Friend Malaouen then told us the story of a leopard, 
and began thus : 

" When I was a boy our clan lived on the banks of the 
Bembo Ngouyai, a river which flows the other side of the 
Ashankolo Mountains, and which you have not seen, 
Chaillee. 

" The village where my parents lived was very large. 
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and, as the people were always at war, it was fenced 
about. While there, one of our men disappeared, and 
was changed into a leopard. From that time people 
from time to time began to disappear ; they were carried 
away by that leopard, and we could only see the clots^ of 
blood left behind, but could not trace them into the 
woods. We were afraid — ^for nothing is so terrible as a 
leopard that was once a man. No spear can go through 
him, no trap can ever catch him, and woe to the man 
who ever tries to face the beast ;" and, as Malaouen said 
this, his face and that of Querlaouen and Gambo con- 
tracted themselves with fear; their superstitions were 
very strong, and overcame the great courage they pos- 
sessed. I could hear distinctly the breathing of each 
man, as by instinct each seized his gun near by. 

Then Malaouen continued : 

" One day several women had gone to the plantation 
with me, and as we returned to the village, it was just 
getting dark, when lol I heard a loud and fearful 
scream from the woman ahead of me, and I had just 
time to see through the darkness a tremendous leopard 
carrying her away into the woods. We all shouted, but 
in vain. All became silent ; the leopard had disappeared 
with its prey. Fear seized upon us, and we made off 
for the village with the utmost speed. 
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ment of Washingon on the sea-side. It was high time. 
I was still suffering from fever attacks, and had not 
quinine enough lefb for a large dose. 

Not only was I sick, but also poor and ragged. Mj 
clothes were torn and patched, and I looked in reality 
very little better than my negro friends. My stock of 
powder was small, my bullets were nearly exhausted, 
and my small shot were almost gone. I was wearing my 
last pair of shoes. My goods were all gone, and skins of 
animals made a ^reat part of my garments. 

The numerous hardships of this long trip ; the sleeping 
night after night in wet clothes; the tramping through 
rain, through rivers, and under the hot sun ; the sufferings 
from the ^intolerable gouamha, and the still less tolerable 
starvation ; the attacks of fever that followed one upon 
the other — all these had done their work upon me. 
Food had been scarce, very scarce for a long time, and I 
began to feel as if I wanted a long rest. I wanted to 
breathe the salt air ; I wanted to see the deep blue sea, 
and to look at the waves which came in heavy surfs upon 
the beach ; I wanted to see that sea on which I expected 
to sail one day for home. 

Do you not think that I deserved to go back ? I had 
worked hard, very hard. I had made beautiful collec- 
tions ; and I was to carry with me gorillas, hippopotami, 
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manitee, nshiego-mbouye, kooloo-kamba, no end of birds 
(more than two thousand), a great many monkeys, and 
the skms of several hundreds of animals. I had worked 
hard to kill them, and worked still harder to stuff them, 
hunting them during the' day, and preparing their 
skins during the night. So I told friend Quengueza we 
must go. 

I called the Bakalai together, and told friend Obindji 
that his Ntangani must leave him. As soon as I said this, 
the old chief said, " Neshi (no). What will Obindji do 
without his Ntangani ?" They all shouted, " What shall 
we do without our Ntangani?" The women shouted, 
" Chaillee, you must not go 1" 

Gkunbo, Malaouen, and Querlaouen made long faces 
and were sad, for we had a real affection for each other, 
we were such great friends, and how could it be other- 
wise? We had braved danger together; we had gone 
through hardships and starvation together; many and 
many a night had we spent together in the forest. Of 
any wild animal they killed I was sure to have a piece ; 
the best plantains were sure to be mine ; the nicest fishes 
their women caught they brought to me. How kind 
they were to me, how gentle I No children could have 
been more docile, and yet how fierce, how brave, when 
the day of battle or of danger came I 
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I was sorry to leave, for I had come to love these wild 
men who had never seen a white man before. I had 
also a kind of affection for the coimtry, where, in the dis- 
covery of new and strange animals, I had enjoyed one of 
the greatest pleasures a naturalist can have. The rough 
life was forgotten when I looked at my precious collec- 
tions, and the thought of a gorilla even now enabled me 
to 'shake off the fever, and gave strength to my feeble 
limbs. 

Quengueza, too, was tired of bush life, and had several 
times sworn that he had never known a man like me ; 
that he could not understand what was moving me ; that 

I had a heart of njego (leopard). His Majesty called 
those Bakalais his bushmen, and to whatever village he 
would set his foot he had a right at once to at least a 
wife. 

Quengueza is the best friend I ever had in Africa, in- 
deed, one of the best friends I ever had anywhere. This 
old and powerful chief — the dread in his yoimger days 
of all the tribes around — the man whom everybody re- 
spected, the man whose word was law, was gentle with 
me, was kind to me, and never did a single mean thing, 
never took any advantage of me ; and whatever I said was 
sure to be attended to, if possible. 

Going to a hunt, his last words were always to those 
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who went with me, " Take care of my white man ;" and, 
as he often said, if he had been a young man he would 
have gone with us. Every fowl or goat he had he gave 
to me, every bit of game his slaves or his friends killed 
for him was mine, and when we travelled in company wo 
always ate together, and we always managed to make a 
pleasant table. For I wanted to show these people the 
difference between civilized and savage life, and Quen- 
gueza always ate with a fork and on a plate. I love old 
Quengueza, and it makes me happy to think that he 
knows I love him. 

As we were preparing to go, my Bakalai friends came 
in with presents of provisions. Baskets of cassava, 
smoked boar-hams, smoked fishes, sweet potatoes, were 
brought as free-will offerings. 

Malaouen, Gambo, and Querlaouen were always near 
me, their wives came every day to see me, and their 
children were always aroimd me. All the Bakalai seemed 
to me to be kinder than ever. 

Good Obindji seemed so sorry ! The evening before 
my departure I called him into my hut and gave him a 
nice coat and a red cap, which I had kept especially for 
him, and to his head wife I gave a necklace of large 
beads. I did not forget friends Malaouen, Gambo, and 
Querlaouen. 
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When the morning arrived, our canoes were on the 
beach. I was on the shore ready to embark ; Obindji 
stood near me ; every woman and man brought to me a 
parting gift. I was 'very much touched by their simple 
ways. 

When all was ready for a start, Maoondai, my boy, 
fired a gun, and then I swtmg the American flag to the 
breeze, the first time that it or any other flag of a civilised 
nation was over these waters. The people shouted, and 
we were off; and as we glided down, and before we dis- 
appeared by the bend of the river, I saw Obindji's hand 
waving farewell to me. 

Presently several miles down the stream we passed 
Querlaouen's plantation. He and his kind wife and their 
children stood on the shore and beckoned me to stop. 
We paddled in, and the good fellow silently put into my 
canoe another smoked boar ham, while his wife gave me 
a great basket of sweet potatoes. As we started away 
again, the wife shouted, "When you come back bring 
me some beads." The children cried out, "When you 
come back bring us some clothes." But old Querlaonen 
stood still and silent, like a black statue, until, by a turn 
of the river, he was lost to our sight. 

Quengucza accompanied me to Washington and Bia- 
gano, and all of the Goumbi people that had canoes ac- 
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companied us, beating tam-tams, singing songSj and firing 
guns as we descended the stream. 

Quengueza was bringing back safely to Eanpano bis 
friend Cliaillee. At last we reached the place where the 
old bamboo house was, and the whole population turned 
out to receive me, headed by King Eanpano and old 
Einkimongani, my housekeeper, and brother to the King. 
I found my house undisturbed, all my valuables and 
goods safe, and my live stock on hand and in good con- 
dition, and made old Einkimongani very proud by ex- 
pressing my satisfaction. He said, "Now you tell me 
what I stole?" And King Eanpano exclaimed, "Ah ! we 
don't steal from our white man. We are people, we have 
a heart that feels, we love our white man, for he is the 
first that ever came to live among us." 

And now I must say good-bye again to you ; and I 
wish that, in reading this book, you may think that you 
have been travelling with me for a while in the great 
forests of the Equatorial regions of Africa. I have many 
more things to say to you, but will wait for another year 
before I do so. 

I hope that I have been able to instruct as well as to 
amuse you, and that, as the years go by, and you become 
men and women, you may remember some of the stories 
I have told you. Some of you, no doubt, have seen me, 
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while others do not know me. My great wish is that 
you may think kindly of me, and remember him who 
will always be happy to call himself the boys' and girls' 
friend. 



THE END. 
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" The tvriter's object is to teach peopU to be truthful, sincere, generous 
to be humble-minded, buz bold in thought and action." —Spectator. 

'* Full of truth and persuasiveness^ the book is a valuable composition, 
and one to which the reader wUl often turn for companionship** — Morning 
Post. 

'* It is with the more satisfaction that we meet with a new essayist who 
delights without the smallest pedantry to quote the choicest wisdom of our 
forefathers, and who abides oy those old-fashioned Christian ideas of duty 
which Steele and Addison^ wtts nnd men of the world^ere not ashamed 
to set before the young Englishmen of 1713." — London Review. 



II. 

ABOUT IN THE WORLD. Essays by the Author of «« The 
' Gentle Life." 

«* It is not easy to open it at any page without finding some happy idea.** 
Morning Post. 

" Another characteristic merit of these essays is, that they i^mke it their 
business, gently but firmly, to apply the qualifications ami the corrections, 
which all philanthropic theories, all general rules or maxims, or'principles 
stand in need of before you can jnaJce them tcorA-."— Literary Churchman.' 
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III. 

FAMILIAR WORDS. An Index Verborum, or Quotation 
Handbook. Affordinff an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences 
that have become embedded in the English language. Second and en- 
larged Edition. 

" Should be on every Hbrary tablet by the side of ' ItogeVs Thesaurus.' " 
—Daily News. 

" Almost every familiar quotation is to be found in this work, which 

forms a book of reference absolutely indispenscwle to the literary man, and 

of interest and service to the public generally. Mr. FrisweU has our 

best thanks for his painstaking ^ laborious , and conscientious work.'*—C\tj 

Press. 



IV. 

LIKE UNTO CHRIST. A new translation of the ** De Imita- 
tione Christi," usnallj ascribed to Thomas 4 Kempis. With a Vignette 
from an Original Drawing hj Sir Thomas Lawrence. 

Think of the little work of Thomas a Kempis, translated into a hundred 
languageSy and sold by millions of copies, and which, in inmost mom£nts 
of deep thought, men make the guide of their hearts, and the friend of 
their closets." — ^Archbishop of York, at the Literary Fnnd, 1865. 

V. 

ESSAYS BY MONTAIGNE. Edited, Compared, Revised, and 
Annotated by the Author of " The Gtentle Life." with Vignette Portrait. 

** The reader really gets in a compact form all of the charming, chatty 
Montaigne that he needs to know." — Observer. 

*• We^hould be glad if any words of ours could help to bespeak a larpe 
circulation for this handsome attractive book ; and who can refuse his 
homage to tne good-humoured industry of the editor." — Illustrated Times. 

VI. 
THE COUNTESS OF PEMBROKE'S ARCADIA. Written 

by Sir Philip Sidney. Edited, with Notc8,by the Author of" The Gtentle 
Life." Dedicated, by permission, to the Earl of Derby. Is, M. 

" All the best things in the Arcadia are retained intact in Mr. FrisweWs 
edition, and even brought into ^eater prominence than in the original, by 
the curtailment of some of its inferior portions, and the omission of most of 
its eclogices and other metrical digressions" — Examiner. 

" The book is now presented to the modem reader in a shape the most 
likely to be acceptable in these days of much literature and fastidious 
taste." — Daily News. 

" Jt was in itself a thing so interesting as a development of English 
literature, that we are thankful to Mr. FrisweU for reproducing, in a 
very elegant volume, the chief work of the gallant and diivalrous, the gay 
yet learned knight, who patronized the muse of Spenser, and fell upon the 
bloody field of Zutphen, leaving behind him a light of heroism and humane 
compassion which would shed an eternal glory on his name, though aU he 
ever wrote had perished with himself." — Loncbn Review. 
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VII. 



TIIK GKNTLK LIFE. Second Series. Third Edition. 

" Thrrr is t/ip fmnn mintjlrd jKiwer and simplicity which makes the 
authtir nn rmph/itiraili/ a first-rate essayist , giving a fascination in each 
essfii/ irhir.h will make this volume at least as popuiar as its elder brother." 
Htiir. 

•• jywsa essays arc amongst the best in ourlangttage." — Pnblic Opinion. 

VIII. 
VAUIA : 1^'ftdinps from Ilaro Books. Reprinted, by permis- 

Mii>u, friiiu the Saturday 7^t•J>w^ Spectator, &c. 

('ontkmm: - The Aii(;t>lic Dcx'tor, Nostradamus, Thomas A. Eempis, 
Dr. John Fuuhtui*, Qiicvodo, Mad. Gnyon, Faracelsns, Howell the 
Travt'llrr. Michiu'l Scott, LcKlowick Mnntleton, Sir Thomas Browne, 
Ooor^o rHuimauuxar, The Highwaymen, The Spirit World. 

" The fmoks ilisnisscit in this volume are no less valuable than they are 
rart', but ii/r is not long vnuugh to allow a reader to wade through such 
thick folios, ami thrrrforv the' compiler is entitled to the gratitude of the 
public for having sftri their contents, and thereby nadered their treasures 
availaole to the general reader." — Observer. 

IX. 

A OONCOKDANCE OH VERBAL INDEX to the whole of 

Milt>m'!t I'lH'tioal Works. Comprising upwards of 20,000 References. 
Hy Charlivs D. CU'voIand, LL.1>. With Vignette Portrait of Milton. 

*,* This work affords an immtnliate reference to any passage in any 
edition of Milton's Poems, to which it may be justly termed an indis- 
ponsuhlo Api^ondix. 

'• An inr i!u tl'lc Index, which the publishers hare done a pubiic service 
ut rf/TtM^t/ii/."— Notes and Queries. 

X. 

'HIE SILENT 1U)1'U: Essays, Original and Selected. By 

Author of "The Uentle I.itV " 



the AutUor or " ine Vtentie i.iie. 

Co MEMS. 
How to read the Scriptures . 
I'ureasouaMe lurtvle'iry 
The Vtreat Loss of the Worldling . 
Certainty of Peuth .... 

On the Great tii>s of Irod 

Our l^aily liread 

The Art '"f Co'iteutment 

The Foohsh Kxchaa^e .... 

Oi a Teai-eaMe Tenijvr. 

On the M.irria4;e King . 

Neiirerto t.t'>d ..... 

The "^aactitv of Home .... 

The Thunkt^i! Heart .... 

Siltfuee, Mevlit:»tiou. and Rest. 

Aud ociier Essay:* by the Editcr. 



From the Homilies. 
Isaac Barrow. 
Kiehard Baxter. 
Dean Sherlock. 
Massillon. 
Bishop Latimer. 
Archbishop Sandys. 
Jeremy Taylor. 
Isaac Barrow. 
Jeremy Taylor- 
Archbishop Sandyv. 
John Kaskitt. 
Isaak Walton. 
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IiITERATURE, VTORKS OF REFERENCE, ETC. 

HE Origin and History of the English Language, and 
of the early literature it embodies. By the Hon. George P. 
Marsh, -U. S. Minister at Turin, Author of " Lectures on the 
English Language." Svo. cloth extra, I6s. 

Lectures on the English Language; forming the Litroductory 
Series to the foregoing Work. By the same Author. Svo. Cloth, 16«. 
This is the only authors edition. 

Man and Nature ; or, Physical Geography as Modified by Human 
Action. By George P. Marsh, Author of " Lectures on the English Lan- 
guage," &c. Svo. cloth, lis. 

" Mr. Marsh, well knoton as the author of two of the most scholarly 
works yet published on the English lanpinge, sets himself in excellent 
spirit, and with Immense learning, to indicate the character, and, approxi- 
jnately, the extent of the changes produced by human action in the physical 
condition of the globe we inhabit. In four divisions of his work, Mr. 
Marsh traces the history of human industry as shoion in the extensive 
modification and extirpation of animal and vegetable life in the woods, the 
waters, and the sands ; and, in a concluding chapter, he discusses the pro- 
bable and possible geographical changes yet to be wrought. The whole of 
Mr. Marsh's book is an eloquent showing of the duty of care in the estao- 
lishTnent of harmony between man's life and the forces of nature, so as to 
bring to their highest points the fertility of the soil, the vigour of the animal 
life, and the salubrity of the chmMe, on which we have to depend for the 
physical well-being of mankind." — Examiner. 

Her Majesty's Mails: a History of the Post Office, and an 
Industrial Account of its Present Condition. By Wm. Lewins, of the 
General Post Office. 2nd Edition, revised and enlarged, with a Photo- 
graphic Portrait of Sir Rowland Hill. Small post Svo. 6s. 

" Will take its stand as a really useful book of reference on the history 
of the Post. We heartily recommend it as a thoroughly careful per- 
formance." — Saturday Review. 

A History of Banks for Savings ; including a full account of the 
origin and progress of Mr. Gladstone's recent prudential measures. By 
William Lewins, Author of " Her Majesty's Mails." Svo. cloth. 12s. 

The English Catalogue of Books : giving the date of publication 
of every book published from 1885 to 1863, in addition to the title, size, 
price, and publisher, in one alphabet. An entirely new work, combining 
the Copyrights of the *' London* Catalogue" and the " British Catalogue. 
One thick volame of 900 pages, half morocco, 468. 
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Index to the Sul>iects of Bcjoks published in the United Kingdom 
duriu^ the liuit Twenty Veani — 1837-1857. Contmining bs maiij m» 74,000 
rvfKreui'eH, onder bobjects, so sm to ensare immediate reference to the 
book* on the tnhifct required, earh driving title, price, publisher, and 
date. Two valaable Apj>«ndices are also ffiTeii — A. containing full lists 
of all Libraries, Collectious, Heries. and Miscellanies — and B, a list of 
Literary Societies, Printing Bocisties, and their Issues. One rol. mjml 
8vo. Morocco, 1/. tts. 

A Dictionary of P}iotf>graphy, on the Basis of Sutton's Dictionary. 
Rewritten by Professor Dawson, of King's College. Editor of the ** Jonmal 
of Photography;" and Thomas Hattoa, B.A., Editor of ** Photograph 
Notes." Uvo. with nameroas Illustrations. 8s. M. 

Dr. Worcester's New and Greatly Enlarged Dictionary of the 
English Language. Adapted for Library or College Reference, compris- 
ing 40,000 ^H^ards more than Johnson's Dictionary, and 250 P^ges more 
than the Quarto Edition of Webster's Dictionary. In one Volume, royal 
4to. cloth, 1,8^34 pp. price 31«. &/. Half masia, 21. 2s. The Cheapest 
Book ever published. 

** The volumes before us show a vast amount oC diligence; but with 
Webster it is diligence in combination with faodftilness, — ^with Wor- 
cester in combination with good sense and judgment. Worcester's is the 
soberer and safer book, and may be pronounced the best existing English 
Lexicon." — Athrrueum. 

Tho Publishers' Circular, and General Record of British and 
Foreign Literature; giving a transcript of the title-page of every wtnrk 
published in Great Britain, and every work of interest published abroad, 
with lists of all the publishing houses. 

Published regularly on the 1st and I5th of every Month, and forwarded , 
post free to all parts of the ^orld on payment of 8<. per annum. 

A Handbook to the Charities of London. By Sampson Low, 
Jun. Comurising an Account of upwards of 800 Institutions chiefly in 
London ana its Vicinity. A Guide to the Benevolent and to the Unfor- 
tunate. Cloth limp, 1«. 6£f. 

Frinco Albert's Golden Precepts. Second Ediiimt, with Photo- 
graph. A Memorial of the Pnnce Consort ; comprising Maxims and 
Extracts from Addresses of His late Royal Highness. Many now for 
the first time collected and carefully arranged. With an Indcs. Royal 
16mo. beautifully printed on toned paper, cloth, gilt edges, 2s. 6d, 

Our Little Ones in Heaven : Thoughts in Prose and Verao, ie- 

lected from the Writings of favourite Authors ; with Frontispieee alter 
Sir Joshua Reynolds. Fcap. 8vo. cloth extra, Ss. 6d. 

Rural Esssays. With Practical Hints on Farming and Agpricul- 
tural ArcnittHTture. By Ik. Manel, Author of " Reveries of a Bachelor.**- 
1 vol. poitt 8vo. with numerous Illustrations. Ss. 

The Book of tho Hand ; or, the Science of Modem Palmistry. 
Chiefly according to the Systems of D'Arpentigny and Desbarolles. By 
A. R. Cruig, M.A. Crown 8vo. Is. (&d. 
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BIOQRAPHY, TRAVBL, AND ADVENTURE. 

^HE life of John James Audubon, the Naturalist, in- 
clading his Romantic Adventures in the back woods of 
America, Correspondence with celebrated Enropeans, &c. 
Edited, from materials snpplied by his widow, by Robert Bu- 
chanan. 8vo. [Shortly. 

Christian Heroes in the Army and Navy. By Charles Rogers, 
LL.D. Author of " Lyra Britannica." Crown 8vo. Zs. Qd. 

Leopold the First, King of the Belgians: from unpublished 
documents, by Theodore Juste. Translated by Robert Black, M.A. 

[7n preparation. 

Fredrika Bremer's Life, Letters, and Posthumous Works. 
Edited by her sister, Charlotte Bremer ; translated from the Swedish 
by Fred. Milow. Post 8vo. cloth. 10s. 6rf. 

The Kise and Fall of the Emperor Maximilian : an Authentic 
History of the Meskan Empire, 1861-7. Together with the Imperial 
Correspondence. With Portrait, 8vo. price 10s. 6d. 

Madame Eecamier, Memoirs and Correspondence of. Trans- 
lated from the French and edited by J. M. Luyster. With Portoait. 
Crown 8vo. 7s. Qd. . '•■ ■ ^ 

Plutarch's Lives. An entirely new Library Edition, carefully 
revised and corrected, with some Original Translations by the Editor. 
Edited by A. H. Clough, Esq. sometime Fellow of Oriel College, Oxford, 
and late Professor of English Language and Literature at University 
College. 5 vols. 8vo. cloth. 21, 10s. 

Social Life of the Chinese : a Daguerreotype of Daily Life in 
China. Condensed from the Work of the Rev. J. Doolittle, by the ReT. 
Pazton Hood. With above 100 Illustrations. Post 8vo. price 6s. 6d. 

The Open Polar Sea : a Narrative of a Voyage of Discovery 
towards the North Pole. By Dr. Isaac I. Hayes. An entirely new and 
cheaper edition. With Illustrations. Small post 8vo. Qs. 

The Physical Geography of the Sea and its Meteorology ; or, the 
Economy of the Sea and its Adaptations, its Salts, its Waters, its Climates, 
its Inhabitants, and whatever there may be of general interest in its Com- 
mezeial Usee or Industrial Pursuits. By Commander M. F. M»ury, LL.D 
Teaih Edition. With Charts. Post 8to. cloth extra, 6». 

Captain Hall's Life with the Esquimaux. New and cheaper 
Edition, with Coloured Engravings and upwards of 100 Woodcuts. With 
a Map. Price Is. 6d. cloth extra. Forming the cheapest and most popu- 
lar Edition of a work on Arctic Life and Explorati<m ever published. 

" ITiis is a very remarkable book, and unless we very much misunder- 
stand both him and his book, the author is one of those men of whom great 
nations do well to be prowl," — Spectator. 
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The Black CSountr^ and its Green Bonier Land ; or, Ezpedi- 
tionn aod Esploratioas roand Dinniughom, WolTerhampCon, too. By 
Elihu UarritL &vo. cloth, price 12jf. 

A Walk from Tendon to John O'Groats, and from Loifdon to 
the Land's End and Dack. With Notes by the \Yay. By Elihn Borritt 
Two vols, price 6s. each, with Illostrations. 

" No one cnn fakp up thi.t hnaU vithmt reading it through. We had 
thmujht that /Clihu JhirritVs' Walk to John irCSrwt'it Hauu* wtu the 
most perfect specimen of its kind that had ever Sfen the light, so genial^ 
lively ^ and prai'ticnl u'vre the details he had hronakt toqfther ; hut M ha* 
beattm his former literary production out of the field bg this additional 
evidence of acuteness^ impartiality ^ and good sound sense.'* — Bell'a Weekly 
Messenger. 

The Voyage Alone ; a Sail in the " Yawl, Rob Roy." By John 
M'Gh«gor, Author of " A Thooiand Miles iu the Uob Boy Cuoa." With 
Illostrations. Price 5.<;. 

A Thoosand Miles in the Bob R(>y Canoe, on Rivers and Liakes 
of Europe. I}y John M'Grefror, M.A. Fitlh edition. With a Map, 
and numerous Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo. cloth. Prioa fit. 

The Rob Roy on the Baltic. A Canoe Voyagje in Norway, 
Sweden, &c. By John Miio|;rrognr, M.A. With a Map and nnmeroiis 
Illustrations. Fcap. t^vo. Price bs. 



NE^tr BOOKS FOR YOUNQ PEOPIiE. 

TORIES of the Gorilla Country, narrated for Yoimg 
People, by Paul Du Chailln, author of " Discoveries in Equa- 
torial Africa," &c. Small poat 8to. with 36 original Illustra- 
tions, 6«. 

" It would be liard to find a more interesting hook for hoys than this." — 
Times. 

" Young people mil obtain from it a very considerable etmount of in- 
formation touching the ma7mers and customs, ways aytd means qfAfricans^ 
and of course great amusement m the accoi(nts of the Gorilla, The book 
is really a meritorious work, and is elegantly got up." — ^Athencnm. 

Life amonpjst the North and South American Indians. By 
Georfi^ Catlin. And Last Rambles amongst the Indians beyoAd the 
Rocky Mountains and the Andes. With numerous IllnstaratiooB by the 
Author. 2 vols, small post 8vo. bs. each, cloth extra. 

*• An admirable book, full of usefid information, wrapt up in stories 
pendiarly adapted to rouse the imagination and stimulate the curiosity of 
hoys and girls. To compare a book with ' Robinson Crusoe,' and to say 
tluit it stistains such comparison, is to give it high praise indeed" — 
Athensnm. 
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The Marvelif of Opticst By F. Marion. Translated and edited 

bj C. W. Quin. With 60 Illnstrationa. Cloth extra. Ss. 

** A most imstmctive and entertaining volume^ comprising not only a 
Qarejully-tvritten and popular account <y the phenomena of vision and the 
lai6s of lightf as illustrated by the latest discoveries and experiments of our 
wise men, but a history of * Natural Magic' from its earliest to its latest 
vjondjers.*' — Observer. 

Also unifaan. 
Thnnder and Lightning. From the French of De Fonvielle, by D. T 
L. Fhipson. With 38 lall-page Woodents. 55. 

Alwyn Morton ; his School and his Schoolfellows. A Story of 
St. Nicholas' Grammar School. Illastrated. Fcap. 8to. bs. 

The Silver Skates ; a Story of Holland Life. Edited by W. H. G. 
Kingttoa. Illastrated, small post 8vx>. cloth extra^Ss. 9d. 

The Voyaffe of the Constance ; a tale of the Polar Seas. By 
Mary QiSiee. New Edition, with 8 UloBtrations by Charles Eeene. Fcap. 
8s. 6c{. 

The Boy's Own Book of Boats. A Description of every Craft 
that sails upon the waters ; and how to Make, Bi{^, and Sail Model 
Boats, by W. H. G. Kingston, with unmerous Illustrations by E. Weedon. 
Second edition, enlarged. Fcap. 8vo. '6s. Qd. 
** I'his well'Writtenj well-v^rought hook." — ^Athenaeum. 

Also by the same Author, 

Ernest Bracebridge : or. Boy's Own Book of Sports. 88. 6d. 
The Fire Ships. A Story of the Days of Lord Cochrane. 55. 
The Cruise of the Frolic. 6*. 
• Jack Buntline : the Life of a S^lor Boy. 2s. 

The True History of Dvne Perkins and her Grey Mare, and 
their run with the QonidB. ^old for the Countryside and the Fireside. 
By Linden Meadows. KRth Eight Coloured Illustrations by Phiz. 
Small 4to. cloth, 55. 

Great Fun Stories. Told bv Thomas Hood and Thomas Archer 
to 48 coloured pictures of Edward Wehnert. Beautifully printed in 
colonri, 105. 6d. Plain, 65. well bound in cloth, gilt edges. 

Or in Eight separate books, Is. each, coloured. 6d. plain. 
The Cherry-coloured Cat. The Live Hocking- Horse. JSIaster Mis- 
chief. Cousin Nellie. Harry High«6tepper. Grandmamma's Spectacles. 
How the House was Built. Dog Toby. 

Great Fun and More Fun for our Little Friends. By Harriet 
Mjrrtle. With Edward Wehnert's Pictures. 2 voli. each 55. 

A Book of Laughter for Young and OH. 

A Bushel of Merrv-Thoughts, by Wilhelm Busch. Inchiding the 
Naoghty Boys of Corinth, the Children that took the Sugar Cake, Ic« 
P«ter, &0. Annotated and Ornamented by Harry Uogers, plain 2i. 6d. ; 
ooloored Sf* 6d. 
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Ul'-^t ibe Wav*^; or th« Heraii Cnb ia SwiHv. Br AqUm 

I. ■• r 1 r: r.-ri vz.: 1.".- H.ri I.ae. C:l:BrBd. 5.?. 

- •. » -5 *i-». i-.i X .*.: :-.tt : : i :h.- Cr:.ix«B. C4l--ci«d,5c. 

C .-... : ■ K ik -.< :!*.- -^t^.-.j -A A-.=.fcLt. &:; ar eolaucd, ;#. U. 

ClhkS'B rwnr^ r »-. r B^.k. ^r. : :r »kcx«d, T*. 6tf. 

Cbi-i'ft TicMai7 tif s:--rT d-r £«. c.f. : « c«I<oer<I, tJL €rfL 

The NancTj r lAf^aftZe. V6 P;<-Ar«ft. 5i: ; or ri'.ooid. ta. 



Gol^^^n Hour; a Sc- rv f:r Y-iun? Pe:>p1*. Br Sir Laseelles 

^.\-£. Paa:her; a Boj'i AiwataKi amoDs rhe KUd Skins. 

H'jhnzrjn Crr&a^e : ir. Boy Life at a Private Tctor'*. By the Ber. C. J. 
AtAcnBOB. 

Paul Duncan's Little by lattle; a Tale for Bovs. Edited by 
Fnnk Freeawn. With aa Illnsuatiaa bjr Chnriea ^OTna. Fcap. 8tol 
ri<!>ih 2r. ; gilt edges, Us. ftf. Alto, laine priea^ 

Bof Missionuj ; a Tale for Yoeng People. BFf Mrs. 4. H. PaAer. 
DiCcalties OTereome. Bjf Miis Brightivcll. 
The Babes in the Basket : a Tale ia tke We»t Infflm lanizreetioB. 
Jack Bantline ; the Life of a BaRor Boj. By W. H. O. Kingston. 

The Swiss Family Robinson : or. the Adventures of a Father and 
Mother and Four Sons on a Dtrsert Island. With Explanatory Notes and 
Ilin-rrations. Firtt and Sei-ond Series. New Edition, complete in one 
volume, 3^. 9d. 

Geojp^phy for my Children. By Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stovre. 

Anthor of ** Uncle Tom's Cabin." See. Arranged and Edited by an Snn- 
Iif>h Larly. nnder the Direction of the Aatlwress. With upwards of Fil^ 
Illuatrations. Cloth extra, 4s. 6rf. 

Stc>rifts of the Woods 5 or. tl Vdveiiturcfi of Leather-Stocking : 
A Dr-ok for Doys. compiled ftoiu ^noper'f Series of ** Leather-Stocking 
Tales." Feap. cloth, Ilhiitrate<: ' ;. 

Child's Play. Illustrated with Sixteen Coloured Drawings by 
E. y. H., printed in ftic-simile by W. Dickes' process, and ornamented 
with Initial Letters. New edition, with India pap« tints, royal 8vo. 
rlnth extra, bevelled cloth, Is. (U. The Uriginal Edition of this work 
wufi published at One Gninea. 
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JtBtfirtaMng ftntf Eueltoat Series for Yoi^k^^^iety 3«. 6dL each, 

cloth, irilt «||rtL. ^^ . 

- Heli'n Fttlton'i Oaesrion : a Roolt for Girls. BgAtpm Wylde. 

Faith Gartney'k Uirlhood. By Mrs. D. T. WUHfe ■ $«reiith thooBand. 
. The Ua>-worthvs. 4y the Moae Aathor. T^MBtfttoB.' 
A Hamiaer mi Leilie Goldthwiiite'H Life. By t^t^ftmt^AnAtor. 
The iMtuiratf at Liidlatvk liy tlie Aadior of '* ^Ury PMielL'' 
MiMH liicMy Fnhlalwr : a Salt Watfjr Htory. Bf thaMune Author. 
Rel vapgio ; a Htory of Italy. })y th« sasi* Aathar..lre^ Edition. 
The Journul of a Waiting (ieutlewomaa. By* new duthor. New Editijm. 
The Shady Side and the Runny Side. fw« Tales of Now England. By 
Couutry Pastors' Wives* 

Marian *, or, the Lif^lit of Soma One's Home, By Maud Jeanne 
Franc. Small pott bvc, 5*. 

Al»o, hf fhf ftame Author. 
Emily's Choice : an Australian Tale. 6s. 
Vermont Vale : or. Homo Pictures in Australia, ta. 

Each Volume, cloth flodble, 2s. ; or sewed. Is, 6d. 

Tauchnitz's English Editiung of German Aqtbors. The follow- 
ing are now ready : — . 

1. On the Ileiehts. Bjr B. Auerbach. 8 vo1«» 

2. In the Year '13. By Fritz KeutW. 1 voL 

3. Faust. By Goetha. 1 vol. 

4. Undine, and other Tales. By Foaqu6. 1 Tol. 
5 L'Arrabiata. By Paul Heyw. 1 vol. 

6. Tha Princeo^ and other. Tales. By. Heinrich Ziehokke. 1 vol. 
Other Tolumei are in preparation. 

Low's Chpyritjht Cheap Series of American Authors. 

Each complete in itself, printed from new type, with init^I letters and 
ornaments, to be published at the low price of Is. 6d., stiff cover or cloth. 
The fir^t Volume in the New Series will appropriately be the Novai "with 
which the Anglo-American Copyright battle has been fought and won, so 
long know^n in our Law Courts and so long suspended in publication. By 
the recent .Tudgmont its Kntrlish copyright is established, and the property 
therein secured to the present Publisbei'S, entitled — 

Haunted Hearts* A Tale of New Jersey. By the Author of 
" The Lamplighter." [On the 1st October. 

And the second, 

The Guardian Angel. By the Author of " The Autocrat of 

the Breakfast Table." [On the 1st December. 

To be followed by a New Volume on the first of every alternate month. 



LONDON: SAMPSON LOW, SON, AND I^LAJISTON, 
CROWN BUILDINGS, 188, FLEET STREET. 

Englishf American, and Colonial Booksellers and Publishers. 



Chiswick Pre?s:— Whittingham and Wilkins, Tooks Court, Chancery Lane. 
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